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GIFTSHTOT TRO^ypS 

Considering the heat that morning of May the second, 
the demonstration theatre of Giovfit's Products Regent 
Street Sho\vrooms was gratifynngly full. The audience was 
entirely feminine, and compwased of more or less affluent 
females of all ages from puberty to sixty-fivc, and of all 
shapes and sizes ; lean and hungry, “ boyish,” middle-aged, 
light heavyweights, and serrated layers of protesting adipose 
tissue : with waist measurements v'ar^'ing from almost 
incredible ” Twenties " to almost intolerable ” Forties.” 
Altogether there were about a hundred and fifty persons 
in the pleasant little arena, and most of them were fanning 
themselves with the ornate catalogue of Giovfit's products 
with which they had been provided. Most of them were 
chattering with that slightly self-conscious over-emphasis 
characteristic of assemblies of English Womanhood. Like 
the majority of purely feminine gatherings, the general 
effect was vaguely absurd. A gramophone behind the 
scenes was playing a selection of dance music in a rather 
croaking manner, due to the fact that the harassed young 
woman in charge of it had so many other tilings to attend 
to she rarely had time to change the needle. It altered its 
last croak abruptly just as the clock on Messrs. Liberty's 
architectural indiscretion almost opposite was striking 
eleven. The curtains parted, and there was Miss Caligne, 
head demonstrator. She advanced to the front of the 
stage. Miss Rosalie Caligne was the ideal commere for 
conducting a display of bells and brassieres, indeed, for any 
show of intimate feminine raiment. For she was young, 
but not too young, good to look on, without having a 
extracting prettiness, with an admirable figure, but one 
mat was robust enough clearly to need artful aid to keep it 
down to twenty-seven. She knew exactly how to dress for 
such an occasion, smartly^ but with a practical smartness. 
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And above all she had a formidable personality which 
showed itself in a dominating eye and an authoritative 
voice. She could refer to intimate feminine doubts, fears 
and perplexities in a soothing yet confidence-creating 
manner, and she had the clerical knack of saying the same 
thing over and over again and yet somehow varying it, and 
without revealing the murderous or suicidal boredom which 
such repHJtition usually generated within her. 

" Good-morning, ladies,” she said. ” Now before show- 
ing you our latest models I wish to make a few general 
remarks about Glovfit’s corsets and brassi^es before you 
see them on the living figure. Firstly, they are made of the 
finest materials by a secret process. They are absolutely 
hygienic, giving perfect ventilation to the skin, and having 
an All-Way-Stretch, they yield to and support the 
figure just where that support is needed. We ail need 
support, ladies --here followed a short memorised dis- 
sert^ion on that curse of Eve. the erect position, contam- 
ing some delicate observations about the female anatomy 
and the perils to which its flesh was heir—” balloon tyres, 

■' ptosis.” ” middle-aged spreads ” and ” posterior exuber- 
ance if, she declared, modern frocks were to bt- ^\orn 
with a confident and elegant air, such fleshy 
must be disciplined and thwarted. Only Glovfit s products 
could do the job. And now tlicy should have ocular 
evidence of how well they did it. She stifled a yawn, 
snapped her fingers, and, mincing «n to thc^stag., 
became something very young and slim fair and 
She was succeeded by another and another and another , 
each one only distinguishable from her predecessors by hei 
bu^U waist a^ul hip measurements ^Iiss Cahgne supplied a 
running commentary. At length she said. And now, 
ladies, we come to the last two models we shall show >ou 
to-dav They provide the greatest jiossible contrast, and 
they will prove to you that Glovfifs arc meant for every 
however plump, however slim.” She snapped e. 
fingers, whereupon something emerged from one of t 
Uigs which drew a gasp of horror from the audience. Sh- 



was about fifty, both in age and waist measurement, an 
incredibly obese, swollen bundle of ubiquitous adiposity. ^ 
She gazed upon the assembly sardonically and without 
shame, in fact with a certain pride, for she was the most 
sought-after, out-out-out-size in her class, and earned a 
steady four guineas a week. Miss Caligne waxed eloquent 
as she pointed out what a miracle of disguise was effected on 
this phenomenon by a " G ” model, back-lacing Glovfit. Her 
words rang loudly in the ears of certain middle-aged 
matrons in the audience who had learnt to shun the tale told 
1 by the full-length mirror in the bathroom. Mentally tliey 
..ailocated three guineas for a " G ” model. Tlien contrast 
number one waddled off and contrast number two was 
heralded as follows, “ Now, ladies, you’re about to see the 
Perfect Figure." 

In the middle of the fourth row was sitting an almost 
tiny and completely chic little person. She had taken off , 
her hat, revealing a glossy chestnut thatch, " permed " the • 
day before. Her head sloped charmingly up to the end of | 
her parting and it was perched on a long firm neck. This ^ 
little lady’s eyes were a flecked brown, humorous, devil- 
, may-care, and a touch too far apart. Her nose was long, ! 
sensitive and tilted pugnaciously. Her mouth was a shade 
too flamboyant, and her chin a shade 'too heavily moulded. 
The general effect was decidedly uncompromising, suggest- 
f ing temperamental recklessness, sharpened by perfect 
health — an ensemble which men of se.vual prudence instinct- 
ively mistrusted. To live with her would be to*live danger- 
ously, and they had enough of that in the office. Hyr name 
was Mrs. Chalneys and she was a widow. She had been 
pbsecWng the demonstration with small and wandering i 
attention, but when Miss Caligne said, ’’ Now, ladies, you 
are about to see the Perfect Figure," she sat up and took 
notice, and kept her ^yes intently on the demonstrator. 

^li^ Bault," continued the latter, "has proportions so 
i exquisite that she has been called an anatomical marvel. 
You will first of all see her in a model ‘ F ' Flick-on." And 
then Miss Lucy Bault appeared, stepping delicately. 
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Published descriptions of persons are inevitably unsatis- 
factory. The police broadcast bare official generalities 
which might apply to hundreds of thousands — an un- 
rcmunerative routine futility. “ About five feet ten, sandy 
hair, grey eyes, straight nose, round face, military carriage, 
wearing a blue reefer suit and Trilby hat," etc., etc. One 
might pass a hundred persons whom that description fits 
in a short walk. And yet there are no two people in the 
world exactly alike, and even a poor photograph can prove 
it. Novelists make far more ornate and detailed attempts 
to convey the pictures of their characters visualised so 
clearly by them to their readers. But they almost always 
fail, for that subtle atmosphere and expression which 
distinguishes one man or woman from another defy analysis. 
Suffice it to say then that Lucy, apart from her figure, was 
just an attractive young woman of twenty-four with full 
black hair, regular features, and an expression of candour 
and serenity. " Miss Bault," continued Miss Caligne, " has 
a twenty-one inch waist, yet she will teil you that she 
hnds a Glovfit a necessity to her comfort.” Miss Bault 
nodded her head and continued to move delicately to and 
fro. Slie stirred her audience to murmurs of envy and 
appreciation, and was instrumental in selling more belts 
tlian any of her predecessors. And it was ever thus. 
is the dream of unrealisable perfection rather than a sober 
resignment to mediocrity which causes husbands to gro^i 
and couturicres and corsetieres to leap like young lambs. 
She disappeared and reappeared several times, and with her 
final departure the demonstration closed : such of the 
audience as had been sufficiently hypnotised moved off to 

tJic fitting-rooms. , . . . x i i* 

Mrs Chalneys went to a door on which she tapped, it 

was opened by Miss Bault— " Lucy ” for the future. 

■ “ Hallo, dear," said the latter, " I've got to sec the Ixiss for 
a few minutes after Tm <lressed. Sit down ; I slian’t be 
Jong." There were four doors in Lucy’s office ; one opened 
into the sanctum of her uncle and employer. Mr. Stephen 
Gallin. the sole proprietor of the business, another led to the 
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outer corridor, another to the stage of the theatre, and the 
last to her little dressing-room. Through this she dis- 
appeared. Mrs. Chalneys settled herself in the arm-chair 
and got busy with a puff and a lipstick. Lucy reappeared 
after a few minutes, looking refreshed and cool in a charm- 
ing little frock which delicatedly but deliberately revealed 
the perfection of that figure, at once small-waisted and 
robust, almost Minoan. She hurried through to her em- 
ployer’s room. He was writing busily at his desk. 

Sit down, my dear,” he said. ” Well, how did it go ? ” 
Almost a full house,” replied Lucy. 

' Excellent ; I’d have looked in, but I’ve been so busy.” 

Stephen Gallin was about fifty-five and redolent of ” Push 
and Go.” His features were what is known as ” rugged ” 
— that is to say, somewhat at war with each other, and 
placed in a rather haphazard way on his big face. His eyes 
were very small and bright, and his heavy frontal lobes 
loomed over some formidable eyebrows. 

“ I'm not going to keep you, my dear,” he said, ” but 
with this heat they’ll all bathing soon. Just take a note 
— here’s a pad. Tell the factory to concentrate on the 
'bathing-suits and slow down on the heavy gauges, and wc 
must have plenty of stock of the suspender belts. See what 
'the stock is. I believe it’s too low. Lots of women'll chuck 
'their ordinary belts in this weather, but they’ve got to keep 
their stockings up. and we mustn’t be short of the Faery 
brassieres. You can bathe in them, dry them in the sun, 
wear them the rest of the day, go to bed in them, if you 
want to ! ” 

” I thought the last lot had rather too shallow cups.” 
said Lucy. But here they may be left to the technical dis- 
cussion of such intricacies. Ten minutes later Lucy was 
back in her office just as there came a stout knock on the 
door, and Mr. Robert Carshall strode into the room. 

VI A Robert, said Mrs. Chalneys. " Are you two 

ditching together ? ” 

” Yes. Like to come along ? ” 
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" Can't to-day. Where are you going ? ” 

“ L.mibardv Grill.” 

” Well, I can drop you.” 

Ready,” said Lucy. And a few moments later they were 
driving off in Mrs. Chalney's rather sweet little car, at the 
wheel of wliich her muscle-rippling chauffeur, Frederick, 
resembled Oscar Asche on the stage of a puppet theatre. 

Whew ! ” said Mr. Robert Carshall, herealter “ Bob,” 
blinking in the glare. ” How I hate this weather ! ” 

” Then why talk about it ? ” observed Mrs. Chalneys. 
” For the British the weather is always too hot or too cold, 
too damp or a horrid cast wind ! It’s got to happen at 
regular intervals — sweat or shiver. I’m sure other races 
aren't so much at the mercy of the temperature and 
don’t regard mopping their brows or putting on an extra 
blanket as topics for passionate debate. Think of poor 
Lucy clammily demonstrating her perfect figure.” 

It’s not so bad,” said that lady. “ I will say they 
manage to keep t!ie office fairly cool, I only had three 
changes, but I will say, also, inserting myself in that new 
' Flick-on ' was a bit of an effort. It was a ‘ twenty,' as a 
matter of fact. Did you like it, Agatha ? ” 

” Vc-^ ; I shall certainly order a couple— trade price, of 
course. But ' I'lick ’ will be a flattering word to describe my 
\\Titlnngs.” 

Bob was registering sprouting boredom. Oh, do let s 
ha\e a fraction of a second's peace from those infernal 

garments.” he protested. ., • * .it 

” You'll be requiring a man's belt soon,” said Lucy. 1 
suppose you want to talk about your infernal book. 
you can enjoy a few moments’ monologue over lunch.” 

■■ How is it going ? ” asked Mrs. Chalneys. 

” So-so, but my brain’s like butter in this heat. In fact, 
my lieroine, or whatever she likes to call herself, was 
becoming all heather-mixture, grouse blood and Biooms- 
l)yj-y — a profound confusion of attributes ; but I managed 
to puli her up with a round turn.” 
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" Well, here we are,” said Mrs. Chalneys. ” Come in for 
a cocktail when you leave the office, Lucy.” 

" I’d love to. Farewell for the present.” 

Bob had his usual table in the comer. He picked up the 
mighty menu and started making some suggestions. He 
was six-foot two, broad in proportion — if there is such a 
measurement — and tipped the beam at fourteen stone. He 
was known to his friends — and they were many — as the 
Baby Elephant, not a very brilliantly original coining, but 
reasonably appropriate. His face was a pleasant British 
nondescript ; but his brow was high and his head was 
long, and the impression he left on a discerning beholder 
was one of kindliness and shrewdhess, sharply tempered by 
some less definable, more imaginative quality. An herma- 
phroditical amalgam of intro- and extro- version. 

He had joined his father’s firm of chartered accountants 
as a matter of course rather than inclination. After a few 
years, however, he had left it and taken to the writing of 
novels. He had had three published which had at least 
paid for themselves, though they had made no particular 
sensation. Within a limited range he had a sharp feeling for 
character and he could construct a plot. His weakness lay 
in a rather limited and conventional vocabulary. He 
made certain words do far too much work, and he lacked 
tliat divine faculty of finding just the word he wanted i 
ninety times out of a hundred. But he was always readable 
and his last book had been described as a ” masterpiece " 
in a provincial paper. When he read this critique he 
suggested to his publisher that his sales should be larger, 
but the latter said. “ No.” because practically all novels i 
were masterpieces nowadays. i 

After ordering lunch he said to Lucy, ” Well, how's ! 
business ? ” ’ . i 

"Very good.” 

• 'I And that Caligne woman ? ” 

'■ Oh. just about the same. I think she loathes me a bit 
more each day. She’s icily polite, but shows; in a hundred 
subtle ways that she'd love to sign my death warrant. 
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Women liav'e dozens of those little ways of showing how 
triey loathe you, which men never employ/* 

“ She’s a bitcli. ” said Bob angrily. “ I’ll get Gallin to 
sack her.” 

Oil. no, said Lucy. " Don't be absurd ; you'll do 
nothing of the kind. For one thing she's the best demon- 
strator in London, and after all I did pinch her job. She’d 
set her heart on being the chief's secretary, and you can’t 
c.vjK'Ct her to simply adore me.” 

‘‘ She's got a good job as it is.” said Bob. 

I know, but she loves |x>wer. She’s a natural bosseuse. 
Ihc chiefs secretary spends half of her time ticking people 
off and gi\'ing orders — the chief's orders really, of course — 
but you have the feeling of power, even if it is illusorj’. 
And if you re that sort of person you can put in a bit of 
wangling. Rosalie would be in her element.” 

Well, I've only seen her once,” said Bob. "But I 
tliought there was something dangerous about her. Not 
a really nice enemy to fiavc, it seemed to me.” 

” Oil, tilings’ll settle down,” said Lucy. " Let's forget 
her. I love lobster done this way. We always seem to 
order the most expensive things, don't we ? ” 

Do you really want to go on working there after we’re 
married ? ” asked Bob. 

Ves, I must for a time, ain’^vay. I love having some- 
thing to do. Look what I’d Ix'come if I didn't. One of 
those poor wretched females who get up about eleven, 
prowl about vaguely for an hour before lunch, changing 
books at the " Times,” and buying things they don't want. 
And after lunch endless rubbers of bridge, or something 
ghastly like Ranelagh. Some of them just can't stand it, 
and cither take up golf or a lover or two. Of course if I have 
babies it'll be different. We have a most discreet and adapt- 
able maternity corselette, but I promised not to demon- 
.strate it.” 

" Of course, in a way I understand that woman's point 
of view,” .said Bob, who had a habit of encircling a topic of 
debate, with the result that when the circuit was complete 
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the points of contact often fizzed and sparked from opposed 
polarity. He was often accused of intellectual and ethical 
instability on this account. The person with the capacity 
• to see both sides of a question with complete clarity is 
always suspect, usually a failure in life, but fortunately 
very rare. 

“ There you are,” he continued, ” with a great fat 
private income, there she is without a bob, yet you sneak 
her job and work for nothing.” 

“ I know,” said Lucy, ” but what's the answer ? Arc 
people — well, women anyway — forced to be useless because 
they've got money of their own ? Supposing I'm better at 
the job than she is ? Do you think I ought to cliuck it ? ” 

” No, I don't. As for what’s the answer, this is one of 
the myriad questions to which there isn't one. Those 
who've tried to find one have always advocated something 
violent and inept, such as selling all you've got and giving 
it to the poor — which would merely result in creating one 
more pauper. Any news of Arthur ? ” I 

” Not much. Stephen says it's too soon for the treatment 
to have done much good.” 

” Who is this girl he's going about with ? ” 1 

“I don't know, much about her — a dance hostess, or j 
something like that. But Stephen says she's a very good ' 
sort and helping all she can." j 

Well, I hope she is,” said Bob emphatically. " For he's 
simply jam for the crooks — four thousand a year and a 
chronic thirst. And she puts dope in his drink— sounds a 
bit odd to me.” 

I. “ the doctor’s prescription, as you know," said Lucy, 
It's for his nerves and also supposed to put him off i 
drinking, I know it sounds funny, but what else can wq 
do ? Of course, Doctor Reynolds says he ought to go to a ■ 
nursing home, but we’d never get him into one. He seems 
infatuated with this girl and she may do the trick. He 
isn t really a weakling, you know, but ever since he was 
ploughed for the Air Force he's been at a miserable loose 
end. It was his one great ambition.” 

* 
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" He was ploughed for a weak heart," said Bob. "A 
bottle of whisky a day isn’t the best medicine for that. I 
know it s a damn shame. I really like him , and he’s got 
brains. Last time I met him he looked a sort of grey-green 
and his hands were on the twitch — made me feel physically 
sick." 

" Well, he’s only twenty-three," said Lucy, " and he’s 
got lots of time to -pull himself round. Now this girl has 
promised to do all she can to help him, and then there’s 
this medicine. Let’s hope for the best." 

Bob shrugged his shoulders. " I wish I could do some- 
thing." 

" I know, but you can't, and nor can I. Toll me about the 
book." 

Anything but loath. Bob complied, and was still comply- 
ing when Lucy looked at her watch and e.xclaimed, " I 
must dy. We're lunching to-morrow ? " 

" Sure. I'll call for you." 

Lucy's parents had come of rather commonplace, middle- 
class stock. Her grandfather, Ewart Bault, had founded a 
solicitor's business which had developed into a prosperous 
practice in the Midlands. His son, who had no liking for the 
Law, had sold his interest in the firm en his father’s death, 
and invested the proceeds in a number of speculative 
industrial concerns. Either his luck or his judgmeiit must 
liavc been e.xcellent for, after all duties had been paid, his 
son and daughter had each inherited a sum of, roughly, 
fifty thousand pounds. He had settled on a small estate 
down in Sussex, where he had been lieartily disliked ; for 
he had taken to the whisky bottle and developed the. silly, 
sensitive, uncertain temper usually characteristic of those 
who leave but little of tlie second bottle for their butlers to 
enjoy in the pantry every night. 

He died suddenly at sixty to the mingled relief and sorrow 
of his wife ; for she still loved him for what he once had 
been. She was a saint in her way, and a brave and detcr- 
jTiined one. She had not a jx-nny of her own, and coaxing 
the money necessary for the upkeep of the establishment. 
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the education of the children and her own small needs, out of 
a sick and sullen bjully. had become her chief and horrible 
preoccupation. But she had her garden, her pets and her 
friends, and, on the whole, showed a sweet and smiling 
face to the world. She did not long survive her husband, 
and was thereby saved from what would have been her 
crowning sorrow — the sight of her son taking after liis 
father. 

Arthur, when he stood by liis father's grave, had tasted 
nothing stronger than ginger-beer ; but soon after lie went 
up to Cambridge. Our great universities arc, no doubt, 
rightly considered stark testers of character, and to be 
revered on that account. This certainly applies to the 
capacity of that character to resist the lure of alcohol. 

But, that test is possibly somethat too crudely indiscrim- 
inating in the case of such persons as Arthur, who have 
inherited taste for its consumption and unlimited funds for 
its obtaining. He took to it rather omiitously readily, and 
his capacity for absorbing it was a subject for amused ' 
admiration amongst his contemporaries. He was very 
popular for other reasons, his natural kindliness, generosity, 
modesty and sharpness of wit. He had only intended to ' 
stay up for two years — his final goal being the Air Force. 
But the authorities decided that one year was ample, and 
his doctor was forced to break the .news to him that the ! 
state of his heart and the career of a pilot were incompatible. 
That gave the inherited demon the chance it might never 
have finally had — a chance it took imperiously. The Sussex I 
estate having been sold. Arthur came up to London and 
found himself at a chronic loose end with five thousand a 
year to loose it still further. 1 

There are plenty of astute and ingratiating persons in 
the West End ready to exploit such a situation, and with a ' 
comprehensive technique for so doing. Arthur hated and ■ 
despised both himself and them, but something essential 1 
> had snapped within him and he started well on his way j 
do\TO that road beset with a versatile company of demons i 
which ends at a drunkard's death. 
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Lucy, lor reasons which Mendelism may explain, entirely 
escaped the paternal thirst. She liked cocktails and wine, 
but abliorred even the faintest tendency towards that 
garrulous irresponsibility which a sfK)t too many produced 
in her, and some protective instinct told her straightly 
when that tendency was imminent. 

She had gone from Roedean to Paris, and from Paris to 
Basil Street and an interview with her maternal uncle, 
Stephen Gallin, whom she had seldom seen and hardly 
knew. An appointment as his secretary had immediately 
followed. She Jiad knowTi Bob, who had been a great friend 
of her mother's, ever since she was a small flapper, and one 
day most unexpectedly found she was in love with him and 
— not quite so unexpectedly — that he was in Jove with her. 
She had tried hard to help Arthur, but he consistently 
avoided her, and went his own grim way. 

Stephen Gallin was the creator of Glovfit's Products, and 
its success was a great tribute to his inventive talent, die- 
hard courage, pertinacity and all-round commercial 
acumen. No one who has not been granted some inside 
knowledge into such matters can realise the vast amount of 
intelligence, grinding toil and, at times, almost desperate 
guts it takes to nourish and force on the market success- 
fully a new type of article of commerce, unless it is backed 
by great resources. The attempt is always a gamble, and 
it takes a gambler with peculiar and rather rare qualities to 
face the hazards with any hope of winning through. And no 
market is more congested, in none is the competition more 
virulent and violent than that which supplies ladies of 
means with the multitudinous necc.ssities, quasi-necossitics 
and sheer extravagances which they require, or can be 
coaxed into requiring, for the salvage and adornment of 
their bodies. 

Great fortunes are made in such commerce, for selling 
prices are often fantastically out of projx)rtion to costs of 
production, and many of such goods are swiftly perishable. 

Furthermore, it has many times been revealed that such 
articles are the last to be affected adversely by a slump ; 
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the demand for golf balls and cigars slackens far sooner and 
more drastically than that for the most costly silk stockings, 
up the ladders of which many have climbed to fortune. At 
the same time the demand for any particular proprietary 
article is imanchored and fickle; and a slant of fashion may 
point to Carey Street. 

Galiin had had no great resources when, by what might 
almost be described as an inspired whim, he had given up 
his life first to the invention and then to the marketing 
of Glovfit’s Products. He had inherited a few thousand 
pounds, and his brains and enterprise had done the rest. 
The stuff he sold was as decorative as it was scientifically 
designed, and he had a natural perception for advertise- 
ment ; that is to say, he neither over-spent nor starved his 
business, knew when to slacken and when to go all out, and 
he made every penny work its passage. His commercial 
nerve was invariably steady — and it had need to be, for 
nothing is more eccentric and erratic than the female torso. 

The waist-line veers around from just below the bosom 
to just above the hips whenev'er the judgment of Paris 
decides that it will be commercially profitable to start it 
on its travels again. ' 

Sometimes a Cochran or a Ziegler ordains that wliat are 
politely referred to as “ curves ” shall be emphasised, at ^ 
'others disciplined as nearly as possible into oblivion. ' 
Sometimes the edict goes forth that breasts are to be worn, 
at others eliminated ; and the same applies to tummies 
and rumps, thougli, of course, Nature has still some say — 
perhaps always the last word, in such experiments with her 
intractable handiwork. Tlie corset and brassiere business 
is acutely affected by such a cult of blubber and bone, and 
therefore Galiin, as a designer of Foundation garments, had 
to be a subtle and to some extent prophetic artist. Further- 
more, he had many bitter and envious rivals. 

MeanVfhile Miss Caligne had been lunching alone on 
two sandwiches, a piece of cake and a cup of coffee at a ! 
Comer House. 

To eat when under the influence of violent emotion is said 
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to interfere with tlic processes of digestion. If so, she should 
have suttered from the pangs of acute dyspepsia, for she was 
experiencing that violent emotion, hate — its object. Miss 
Lucy Bault. It was not for the first time, and it' was not a 
wild, unreasoning hate, but a controlled and calculating 
one. 1 he expression in her steely, heavy-lidded eyes re- 
waled her perfect self-command and formidable will. It 
is said to be lK?yond dispute that there is no such person as 
a completely feminine woman or a completely masculine 
man ; the sex strain is never quite pure. The alien per- 
centage may be anything from an imperceptible five, to that 
barely mentionable fifty per cent which has through the 
ages exorcised an odd fascination over a certain type of 
imaginative mind. Miss Caligne was. of course, predomina- 
antly feminine, but she had a potent masculine streak which, 
however, contained within it no male chivalry or sentiment- 
ality. But just tliat hard, resolute, ruthless clear-.sighted- 
ness whicl\ is tlie distingui.-'hing characteristic of all great 
entrepreneurs. 

Rosalie had reasons, and very valid ones, for that hate. 
Slie was at twent\'-cight still all right for her work, but she 
wouldn’t lx- very mucli longer, and then what ! An increas- 
ing terror of beitig jobless — or else marry money. That had 
always Ixxmi her goal, a rich husband or a generous sup- 
ix)rter. She viciouslv crushed out a cigarette as she thought 
\\hat rotteji luck she’d had. There had Ix'en old Hulldon, 
the boss of Hulldon 's. witli fifty thousand a year and bored 
to death with his wife. He'd picked her out from the other 
models and made lier his secretary, and then had begun the 
process she had ho}x*d for : the smiles that were rather 
more tlian conventional facial contortions, the introduction 
of extra-commercial topics into the conversatioii, hand- 
pattings, and mild, furtive fondlings when he kept her quite 
unnecc.-isarily late at the office ; and then the proffered and 
accepted lift home in his car. The last stage, slippery 
week-end meetings, presents and bribes, had just been 
reached when the old fool got pneumonia and passed out. 
And then there hud been Julius Guldtisli who d also reached 
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that stage, got scared and fired her, leaving her. without a 
particle of evidence she could use. She had almost brought • 
young Wenderlay up to the scratch, and then he met an 
American flapper oozing dollars, and she’d had to get 
another job. 

Lastly there was Gallin. He’d picked her out and made 
her his secretary — for just two weeks, when that cursed 
little devil Lucy Bault had butted in. He probably didn't 
pay her anything — so saving a salary, and she had 
thousands a year. The little blackleg and scab ! Rosalie 
had a desperate feeling that she was missing her last 
chance, and in that case what had she got to look forward 
to ? An indefinite number of years of demonstrating and 
fitting, of jabbering drivel about Glovfit's to an endless 
series of loathsome women, some insolent, some half- 
witted, some who gave her meaning and equivocal glanocs 
^they were the worst and usually the richest, with their 
pictures in the illustrated papers e^'ery week. She loathed 
the very smell of the fitting-room. That reck of hot, 
scented, fat bodies. Only sheer will-power kept her going, 
and working as she did like a coal-heaver she'd age early, 
her face would get shabby and lined. And one day a month’s 
wages and the sack, and then what ? Behind a bar, if she 
was lucky. On the streets if she wasn’t. It would be just 
as bad as that. 

Vet if she’d remained Gallin's secretary all might have 
been well. She could have made herself indispensable to 
him, which would have meant at the least a permanent 
well-paid position of some influence and power. And she 
felt confident it would have meant something more. She 
knew her Gallins ; they might think they were inveterate 
bachelors, but as they grew older they grew lonely, and ^ 
clever woman could exploit that. She'd seen lots of cases o.f 
tt. “.Romance of Commerce,” and the old fool with a flower 
in his buttonhole and his hat at a rakish angle, with his 
.arm through that of an unblushing bride coming out of a 
registrar s. office. . Just that little Bault coming between 
her and thatj Her eyes narrowed as she looked out over 
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Coventry Street. She remained almost mo.tionless for 
several minutes, then got up abruptly, paid her bill and 
hurried back to the office. 

When Lucy reached Mrs. Chalney’s discreetly lavish 
flat on the fourth floor of Devonshire House, she was feeling 
fagged out. The day had become sombre and breathless, 
and the froust in the office beyond the power of fans and 
open windows to alleviate. Gallin had been in an irritable 
and fussy mood, and suddenly decided to dictate a vast 
and abu.sive tirade to the factor^' manager. He had rattled 
it off at about two hundred and fifty words a minute, and 
slie had spent a frantic last half-hour trying to decipher 
her short-iiand notes, and the telephone had rung about a 
million times. 

“ Oh. dear, give me a strong one,” she exclaimed, as she 
flung herself full-Iengtli on a settee. 

Mrs. Chalneys gave her a quick glance and then went 
over to a table on which were many bottles, two glasses, 
ice and a man’s-size shaker. 

” Oh, I shouldn't care for your job in tliis weather, 
darling.” she said over her shoulder. ” W'hy don't you 
chuck it ? 

” Oh, don't begin on tljat,” said Lucy irritably. ” I had 
it all out with Bob again at lunch.” 

Mrs. Chalneys finished mixing and shaking, and brought 
Lucy over a glass. The latter took a sip and gave a little 
shudder. ” Gosh » that's a ra.sper, but how delicious ! " 

” It's my own inv'ention. I call it the ‘ First Night. 

” .\ny reason ? ” asked Lucy. 

” Because it exceeds your wildest expectations and you 
long for many more. Not,” she added, ‘ that that was 
exactly my e.xperience.” 

Lucy appeared to be brooding. 

I kT\ow' what you're thinking about, darling.” said Mrs, 

Chalneys. • 

” I'm sure you do, and it’s ratlier thrilling. Anyhow', I 
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should think four of these would restore the apparently 
drowned." 

" It's the*‘vodka which gives it the kick,” said Mrs. 
Chalne>’s. " You do look tired. Is he overworking you ? ” 

“ Oh, no, but we're always frightfully busy at this time 
— we've got those new models coming out.” 

" I adore those ‘ Sw'im-Ease ' suits of yours,” said Mrs. 
Chalneys. “ I must get half a dozen.” 

“They are really out of our line,” said Lucy, "but 
Gallin is always experimenting. They're selling well.” 

" I can imagine it — the lightest and tightest Tv'e seen. 

In that white one I shouldn't feel over-dressed in a nudist 
colony.” 

" I know,” laughed Lucy. " And the comic thing is 
that from the point of view of dear old Decency, and 
protecting the morals of the male, they make one look ten 
times more attractive than if one was in one's birthday 
suit. For they make taut and crisp what is' usually a bit 
wobbly.” 

“ That's why Baudelaire praised silk tiglits,” said Mrs. 
Chalneys, draining her glass. " For he said they drew the 
discordant elements of the female body into a unity. 1 * 

don’t remember many things I've read, but that's stuck in 
my head. By the way, the more I see of that tough baby 
Caligne the less I like her. She's rather superb in her way, 
but I shouldn't care to be at her mercy.” 

" Nor should I,” said Lucy with feeling. " She loathes 
me.” 

" So I've noticed. I was watching her rather closely this 
morning and when she mentioned you her ears went back.” 

" Well, I pinched her job.” 

" Is she a nuisance.? Shall I poison her for you ? ” 

Lucy looked slightly uncomfortable. 

All right,” laughed Mrs. Chalneys. " I know. you hate 
my alluding to my murderous past.” 

" Oh, don’t be a moron,” said Lucy. " Why can't you 
forget about all that nonsense ? ” 

" I'm not allowed to. See these ? '' She held up three 
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letters, “ They came this morning.” She tore them up and 
flung them into a waste-paper basket. 

” Do you mean to say you still get them ? What utter 
swine there arc in the world I ” 

” Oh, yes. They average about ten a week. Come on — 
have another.” 

'' What, a third ! I shall be absolutely tight.” said 
Lucy. 

■' Oh, no, not on three. Here you are.” 

■' Well, don't let’s talk about that wretched female,” said 
Lucy. ” I imagine I would feel just as she does.” 

” All the same, I would keep my eye on her — she’s got a 
nasty look in hers — like a dog that is about to gnaw one s 
calf. 1 simply couldn’t work with a lot of women.' I should 
go completely insane. They are catty enough about clothes 
and men and things, but add salaries and jobs— my god- 
fathers ! 

” They’re all right if the boss has a square chin and they 
are afraid of him ” said Lucy. ” And now I must go, I 

really am feeling rather odd.” 

” Oh, don't go, darling. I'm feeling so lonely this cven- 


” Then why the devil don’t you get married again ! 
exclaimed Lucy, with the explosive bravado of the slightly, 
tight. ” Millions of men would love to. Fancy wasting all 

your many charms on a mirror. 

Mrs. Chalneys tapped her heels on the floor, and a 
curious expression passed across her face. ^ ^ 

rather a rough experience of matrimony,' she said. 

” Well, try again,” said Lucy. ” It’s ghastly to sec any- 
thing so lovely wasted. ” Oh, dear, what am I talking 
about ? Arc you doing anything to-morrow night ? 

■* No.” 

“ Woll let’s eet Bob to take us to a road-house. 1 11 
give you a ring^ at ten. And now assist me to the lift. 
Three ' First Nights ’ in half an hour have been too much 


for me.” 

As a matter of fact Lucy was 


feeling none too 


well as she 
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drove home to her flat in Basil Street. She flung herself 
do^vn on her bed and rang for her maid. 

Bob had dined with his publisher, but the latter had to 
catch an early train home, so Bob was back in his chambers 
in Charles Street by half-past nine. The telephone was 
ringing as he entered his sitting-room. It was Cora, Lucy's 
maid. 

“ I tried to get you twice before, sir." 

"Well, what is it?" 

" It's Miss Lucy, sir — she's been taken poorly." 

" How do you mean ? " Bob's voice betrayed his anxiety. 

" Well, sir, she's been very sick and she's shivering, and 
her heart's bothering her." 

" Send for her doctor at once. I'll come right along." 

" I've sent for him, sir, and he'll be here any minute 
now." 

" Well, tell him to stay till I come." 

Bob's hand wasn't quite steady as he put down the 
receiver. " Sickness, shivers and heart " might mean 
anything, might be the prelude to many perilous diseases. 
He suddenly realised how terribly in love he was, and he 
had a sharp premonition of the racking penalties of being 
so--that ecstasy of happiness, how precarious, how con- 
ditional. He had known all this — or thought he had — 
described it with what he believed was some insight and 
pbtlety. But with what infinitely greater clarity he realised 
it now, because it was his sweat that was bursting out, his 
he^t that was racing. Only a supremely imaginative 
writer could find such poignancy in his puppets. He dashed 
out and down the street for a taxi. 

When he reached Lucy's flat he found Doctor Goulby 
waiting for him in the sitting-room. The doctor was elderly, 
stout, pompously brusque, and quite satisfied with his 
somewhat prehistoric ideas of healing. 

How is she ? " asked Bob anxiously. 

"I don't think it is anything to worry about," replied 
Doctor Goulby in the tone of one who had invented both 
the disease and its cure. " It looks like a mUd case of food 
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poisoning. Slie had lobster at lunclieoii with you, so sJie 
tells 

■■ Yes.” 

It is almost certainly that.” 

” I had it too.” 

” That signifies nothing. One portion might have been 
tainted, the other not. I will call again in the morning, and, 
my dear sir, please do not worry.” 

" May I see her ? 

” For a moment, yes.” 

Lucy was lying on Iier back in her big blue bed. She 
greeted Bob weakly, and he kissed her damp forehead. 
Her face looked bloodless and her eyes were darkly rimmed. 

” Well, what’s all this, darling ? ” said Bob with forced 
heartiness. 

” I don't know, my sweet. 1 had a cocktail with Agatha, 
and when I got liome all this started almost at once. I have 
been horribly sick tlu'ee times, and then I got shivery and 
sweaty at the same time, and my heart began to bang and 
miss beats. It’s doing it now ; I hate it. Don t fuss, 1 11 
bc' all right soon.” 

Old Goulby tliinks it must have been the lobster, but 
he’s quite sure you’ll be all right in no time. 

” Of course I shall. It all comes from ordering the most 
c.xpensivc things.” She smiled wanly. And now you 
must go at once, for I’m going to be sick again. Cora ! 

The maid came Imrrying in. i r> i r 

“ ril ring up first thing in the morning,” said Bob fer- 
vently, and then walked slowly home. He was deeply 
stirred and obscurely touched by fear. 
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CHAPTER TWO 

Miss Peggy Camden was swinging her legs over the arm 
of a chair in the sitting-room of a flat in Rupert Street. 
She was smoking a cigarette and crooning fairly melodi- 
ously. She seemed very pleased with life in general. The 
hour was six p.m. She was twenty-three and looked nine- 
teen, but moralists who knew her history would have said 
she deserved to be taken for forty-five. Physically she was 
a wholly appetising little creature, nimble-bodied, cheeky- 
eyed, with lovely skin and teeth, the right sort of blonde 
hair, and radiating an impression of self-coufidence and 
quick-wittedness and, to the casual observer, almost virginal 
innocence. As a matter of cold fact, she had no moral sense 
in the usual connotation of that term, but she had great 
good nature, a kind heart, and a certain sort of loyalty. 
She could drink strong men into oblivion, cared nothing 
'for the marriage service, and was known to Scotland Yard 
as the mistress of a highly-reputed confidence man. In 
certain moods when slic felt like hitting the “ high spwts," 
she hit them hard, and realising that it was an iron law of 
economics that a mug and his dough were soon parted, had 
no compunction in making herself an instrument for proving 
that law. The idea that the best vamps are tall, dark and 
sinister, with long, lithe bodies and flickering serpents’ 
eyes, baritone voices and cruel mouths, is quite erroneous. 
There is that type, of course, but those who belong to it are 
almost invariably temperamentally sluggish and incurably 
domestic. The really great vamps are, in appearance, identi- 
ical twins of Peggy Camden. She was the daughter of an 
Anglo-Catholic Devon clergyman, and by the age of fifteen 
had made good her right to be Considered the cuckoo in his 
congested nest, the poisoned barb in his copious quiver. 
Her mother, a woman of considerable attraction and 
temperament, had come to find the rectorial paradox be- 
tween the Reverend Paul Camden's distaste for, and repudi- 
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ation ot. sexual matters and her nine children, and con- 
sequent unremittent overtime, rather a strain on both her 
faith and fidelity. 

Pe^^jy, having established herself as a staple topic of 
huslicd and ribald conversation in Burlestone and the 
regions round about, realised the significance of this, 
realis<.'d she might conquer wider worlds, and so, on her 
eighteenth birthday, having purloined three pounds from 
her father's note-case, and rifled the money-boxes of her six 
younger sisters, bought a third-class ticket to Paddington — 
her few pcjssessions in a brown-paper parcel. She took a 
very cheap room in a decrepit lodging-house, and then went 
straightway to the Piccadilly Palacb Hotel ; for the 
simple reason that her father had once stayed there on a 
visit to London and had expatiated on its lu.xurious appur- 
tenances and aristocratic clientele at ^reat length. Her 
entry into the lounge created a sensation, for she looked 
about fourteen and simply adorable, but her clothes raised 
loud cackles from the callous. She ordered a coffee, looked 
eagerly and defiantly around her, and immediately caught 
the eye of a youngish man who presently slipped into the 
chair beside her. He was a dress designer by profe.ssion 
and a gentleman into the bargain. A few adroit questions 
put him cn rapporf with Peggy’s circumstances, a few 
qfiick glances told him she had the makings of a superb 
“model." He stood her a small glass of port, gave her 
tactful good advice, and then drove her home. On leaving 
her— and he did it at once— he gave her five pounds, and 
told her to call u|X)n him the next moniing at his Hanover 
Square establishment. 

For eight months slie studied and posed, got outside work 
with commercial photographers, and prospered in a small 
wav But her innate independence made her grow bored 
with such a controlled existence. The time, however, was 
not wasted, for she had learnt to dress and make the best of 
herself, and become a shrewd judge of masculine intentions. 
She got a job as a dance hostess at a fashionable 
she soon realised the limitations of that career and drifted 
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into the chorus of a non-stop revue. But this was altogether 
too mucli like work, and she had just chucked it when she 
met and fell in love with Mr. Roger Harter — ^at least that 
was the name he was wearing at the moment — and then 
and there linked her fate with his. It was this person who 
entered the room just as Peggy threw her cigarettc-cnd into 
the fireplace. 

" Hallo, duckie," he said, kissing the back of her neck. 
“ Jeez, I want a drink : my mouth’s like a vulture’s eyrie ! ” 

“ Give me one,” said Peggy — ” not too stiff. What sort of 
a day have you had ? ”• 

“Alcoholic, but promising,” replied Mr. Harter, mi-xing 
a couple of Scotches. “ Until he passed out cold, my nice 
new Yankee buddy was keenly interested in my financial 
proposals.” 

“ Who is the guy ? ” 

" A romantic figure, rejoicing in the moniker ‘ Henry D. 
Cobleater.’ He started his career as a soda squirt and is 
now something large size in real estate. Of course there 
were stages in between. Anyhow, he has acquired two 
million dollars, a house in Park Avenue, four automobiles, 
two yachts, and one Follies blonde on the instalment 
system.” 

; “Why didn't he leave his town residence by the top 
window during the slump ? ” asked Peggy. “ Are you 
sure he's O.K. ? ” 

“ Absolutely. He's got a roll like a balloon. It’s so 
titanic he has to split it up, and he’s got twenties and 
tenners hanging out of every pocket.” 

. “ But are you sure he’s a sucker and not playing you 
up ? ’J 

“ Sure. I've got a sixth sense for that sort of daddy. 
For some reason they go crackers when they get to Europe.” 

When do you think you’ll break it ? ” 

“ \Yithin a week, if I kefep out of the morgue. He makes 
mt dfink one for one with him, and, oh boy ! it's ample. 
There are eighteen empty bottles of Scotch in his suite at 
the Savoy, and there was a half-full one beside his bath-tub, 



BELT OF SUSPICION' 


■zS 

and \'ou ought to see him with a siphon. He may ha^•e 
thrown a neat squirt in his day, but he’s dead out of 
practice. He gave me a full load in my right lamp when he 
thouglU lie was filling his glass, and that was at eleven 
a.m.” 

What are you playing him for ? " 

Five grand.” 

” .\nd then you’ll skip ? ” Pegg>''s tone was an.xious. 

No, baby, I won't have to leave you ; he'll never 
squeal. He'll just get himself into a quiet corner and then 
kick himself to bits. He thinks he's a financial ace. He 
won’t want his hated rivak* to laugh him down as an ace 
pill. He’ll gulp it down with a case of Scotch.” 

” I met Spiller in Piccadilly this morning,” said Pegg>'. 

” Tliat swelled headache ! Did he speak to you ? ” 

'■ Ves, he told me three things I knew already. That it 
was a fine day, that I was looking prettier than ever, and 
tliat tiiree months in Holloway was bad for the complexion. 
1 told liim tliat I wished all busies were like him — I should 
feel far less nerv ous.” 

” I don't know,” said Harter. ” He loves himself too 
mucli, hut lie’s not my idea of a nice dick. He's got small 
feet and they're not flat, and his boots don’t squeak. Also 
he’s got something solid above the ears. Did he say an>> 
tldng about me ? ” 

'■ XojK*. but I told him you'd joined the Salvation 
Army, so he’d have to get his next quarter's rent from the 
Rabini gang.” 

” Well, I’m going to change,” said Harter. ” My duds 
stink like a bar towel.” 

” One more drink,” said Peggy. 

They knocked them back and he disappeared through a 
door into the bedroom. 

Mr. Roger Harter had been christened "John Walter 
Leveret.” His parents had died when he was a preciously 
enterprising small boy. This was perhaps- as well, for his 
father. like the sire of the most lugubrious and sepulchral of 
all llie Shropshire Lads, had no presentiment on the night 
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he got him that he had contributed to the procreation of the 
cleverest- “ con. man " in Europe, and his mother was 
. • equally blissfully unaware that she had bonic such a 
prodigy. And yet — what do parents desire for their sons ? 
That they should be handsome, charming, healthy, clever ? 
That they should be happy and prosperous in their life's 
work and show the highest courage pursuing it ? That they 
should cohabit with the right mate ? If so, John \\'altcr 
Leveret represented the sum of tlieir dreams. 

He had been left in charge of a guardian who had put 
him in charge of the Provost of Eton. After numerous and 
versatile escapades the provost had repaid the Compliment 
by returning him to the charge of Mr. Algernon Remnant. 
The latter had then transferred him to the care of a muscular 
martinet who specialised in the taming of wild youths. 
There- had* been* twelve others being broken in when John 
arrived at Hastings. After he had been there for two 
months the twelve were wnid indeed ; and the martinet, 
realising he had met his master, drove him from his door. 
This was in July, 1914. just in time for John Waiter to 
enlist in a cavalry regiment at the age of sixteen. He made 
an admirable soldier, received two wounds and the D.C.M. 
War is a cynical judge of merit, for of the dozen, six were • 
killed in circumstances which gained them posthumous 
decorations. Happy warriors many times spend their latter 
days in Dartmoor, for the God of Battles beckons some odd 
saints around his throne. 


On getting his discharge. John Walter made the 
awkward di^overy that his guardian had died after 
^bezzhng iiis smnapattimony. ■ So, m*4he nrgot of those 
days, some means of livelihood was indicated. -He made 
several -worthy attempts to do so;.huUfailing hopelessly 

set up on his own. He chose the career of one who inspires 
confidence m per^ns of property with a view to remoW 

w ^''"^*** this profession one 

for vduch hi^ talents and personality eminently qualified 

He had practised his craft on both sides of the North 

Atlantic, with considerable success and had beaten the rap 
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on the one occasion he had faced a judge. He had a phil- 
osopliy of his own. an ortliodox one. He considered that the 
[ ingenious separation of persons from their money was the 
second oldest profession in tlie world, and he failed to see 
why his branch of it was singled out for reprobation. Some 
went to the Hou.se of Lords, some to quod, and some to 
both. And, unlike some ennobled bandits, he liad never 
swindled a poor man and never swung a friend. He was 
dark, wiry, robust, temperate in all things, generous in his 
way, and within his ethical enclave, a gentleman. 

He had fallen in love with Peggy at precisely the same 
second she had fallen for liim. He was as perfectly faithful 
to lier as she to him. In fact, had they been united in 
Holy Bondage they would have been an odds-on bet for the 
Dunmow Flitch. 

Presently he returned to the sitting-room, looking spruce, 
well-favoured and care-free. 

“ And how’s God's gift to Haig and Haig ? ” he asked. 

I believe lie's laying off a little.” 

You haven’t been chucked omt lately ? ” 

You only get heaved out of the ' Pink Nightie ' if you 
drink too little,” replied Peggy. 

You think he's getting better ? 

” I’m not the doctor, but he’s certainly tamer, and he 
gets sleepy pretty soon.” 

' “I believe you rather like the guy,” said Harter. 

■' I do in a tiny way. He’s no half-wit, he's niddy 
miserable, and I’m sorry for him.” 

All the same, I don't much care for you going about 
with a soak like that. How much longer will you have the 
job ? ” 

” I told Gallin I'd stick it for three months, three days a 
week — that’s two months more — and then I’d quit. 

” How do you slip him this love potion } ” 

" I dump it in his glass when he goes to powder his nose. 

'■ You don’t want to be seen doing that,” said Harter 
irritably. 

” It’s O.K. — doctor's prescription.” 
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“ All the same it looks phoney.” 

" I know : I’ll watch my step.” 

" Well, you watch it,” said Harter emphatically. ” When 
they start pulling shut-eyes it means they’re getting 
interested in natural history ; rosy-cheeked gorillas and 
yellow-billed wall-snakes, and sometimes they pass right 

out. That would mean your picture in the pat>ers, and we 
don't want that.” 

He s crazy about me,” said Peggy, stroking her uprxr 

hp with a rouge stick. ” I think I can hold him in ; and 

forty a month is handy, with a bonus of fifty if the dope 
works quick.” ^ 

“ If a bozo's as pickled as that," said Harter, ” nothing 
acts quick. I guess his liver looks like a case of studs, and 
the booze smoke’s pouring out of his hair.” 

" IVe been feeding him angostura and soda," said Peggy. 
That would cure me," said Harter, yawning. ” Weil 
I must go back to the office. I sure work for my living. 

doesn’t team up with a boiler." 

icce "’.f woman of easy 

hTf f. that roll myself. He’s got a nasty 

sleeve a 7'“ them on his 

momingT y^'i h' the 

He kissed her fervently and went his way. J 

SnoT’’ -'y tem^iraryXX ' ; 
fication for his office was a very straiaM left fX 1- 77' 

w'5^’. is? ss 

U p,,g .JP ; 
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ably, if in all probability temporarily, settled. Like most 
persons of Ins type, he had a face that was quite indescrib- 
able, for It had taken unto itself so many rights and lefts 
that Its original contours had become practically obliterated, 
i-lis nose and one ear had a menacingly significant appear- 
ance. but the e.xpression in his better eye was genial. 

Leggy passed through a door into the bar. Along the 
counter a number of persons of all four sexes were seated otKA 
high stools in varying degrees of alcoholic remSfse, 
(xhaustion and exuberance. The barmaid, who looked 
quite lowly in one or two lights, was ministering to their 
wants, and revealing herself as a past mistress of rather 
reminiscent repartee. From the wall opposite came 
clanging and cursing from the bob-and-penny fruit 
m.ichines or diddlers.” These arc perhaps the finest 
s3'mbols of liuman credulity', for no one has ever been 
kno\\'n to lea\o their lure a winner ; sav’e one mythical 
j)erson who is alleged to have snitched the jackpot with his 
first bob and rushed from a club, never to return- 

There are said to he four hundred and fifty night-clubs 
and bottle parties — the latter an offspring of the former 
and rapidly devouring their parents, within a small radius 
of Piccadilly Circus. The number run " legally '' certainly 
doesn’t reach double figures. The " Ihnk Niglitie " was 
comjiaratiwly legal. That is to say, it pos.sesscd a licence 
to sell drinks, and a sujjper licence to keep them on the 
table till twehe-thirty'. Also, it did not allow non-members 
to enter its premises unintroduccd. Against that must 
be said that only two per cent of the members ever paid a 
subscription, and tliere was no system of election what- 
soever. The only laws broken on the premises were the 
following ; Selling drinks after hours, bribing policemen, 
harfxinring prostitutes, allowing non-members to pay for 
drinks, and a few other less serious delinquencies. Also it 
attempted — with the able assistance of Snoot — to keep out 
or lieave out the more notorious crooks and gangsters. Tlic 
other five clubs and parties in tlie court were not so scrup- 
ulous. 


r 



BELT OF SUSPICION 






I 


f 


I 


Night-clubs, bottle parties, and those great twin brethren 
of rascality, horse and dog-racing, are superficially the 
most obnoxious influences in British social life. Yet, 
perhaps, they are all safety-valves and therefore to be 
encouraged. But those who have been their victims will 
sign no petitions for their reprieve. 

Peggy fetched herself a drink and sat down at a table. 
Whereupon a spotty, debauched but not, in a way, brainless- 
appearing person said softly, “ Hallo, Peggy." 

The latter gave him a resounding “ raspberry ” or 
" Bronx cheer," and replied, " Hallo, you lousy swine ! Why 
do they let you in ? ” 

The spotty one gave her a nasty stare. 

" Don't you look at me like that ! " shouted Peggy. 
" Been passing any duff kites lately ? Been carving any 
steamers ? Been using your keep for any frame-ups lately ? 
Don't give me any of your filthy mouth, or I'll turn vou 
over to the dicks ! " ^ 


(The^ queries implied that Mr. Wilkins was in the habit 

of passing bad cheques, swindling mugs, and indulging in 

a spot of blackmail at the expense of the amorous, indiscreet 
and timorous.) 

r.M " I'll fix you yet, you 
little boiler,’ he said, j 

.Peggy swept up to him and slashed both his cheeks 
viciously with her clenched fists. " Get out, you louse I ” 
she cned. 


At Ti’ ^‘^^'oed the barmaid. 

ous loorpiefrlh^^or'''’ 

" contemptuously. 

give you the dirt, if he can.” “ 

•y £y IrS I 

O long afterwards a young man entered the bar and 
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s.aid, “ Hallo, darling," to Peggy. He was walking just 
a shade unsteadily. He was, or rather, sliould have been, 
extrenieh’ good-lcx)king, but his complexion was mottled 
here aiul there, and his face was thin and drawn. He had 
very charming, kindly eyes, but the cornea were discoloured. 
His foreliead was high and ix>werfiil, but it required more 
mopping than it sliould hav'e done. Finally, Ins e.xprcssion 
should iuive been cheerful, whereas it was profoundly 
melancholy. Both body and spirit were clearly in swift 
decline. 

“ Hallo, .\rlhur," replied Peggy. " Is the red light 
showing ? 

.\rthur Bault smiled wearily. " Not so>very badly." 

■■ Badly enougli ! have you been doing to-day ? ” 

Oh, notliing much." 

That means drinking." 

Not .so much." He sat dowm next to her. 

Peggy looked him over. Slie w'as tough all right, but she 
had some soft spots, and she had one for Arthur. He tvas 
a .soak, of course, but he wasn't an ordinary one. For one 
thing he had guts, bv wliich she meant physical courage. 
She had seen Iiim tight a thug w'ho had insulted her. and 
that thug had Ix'cn a big and dirty fighter — she had brought 
a siphon down on tlie back of liis lu'ad just in time. There 
was nothing dirty about Arthur ; unlike most booze-hounds, 
he wa.s outwardly clean and tidy. Particularly she noticed 
his beautifully-s.ha{K-d hands, of which he took good care. 
He smoked like a night editor, but his lingers were un- 
stained and his nails were projx-rly tended. Tlicn he was in 
love w'ith her and always rather sw’eet to her. But alxjvc 
all Peggy realised the might-liavc-l>een in him. She was 
W'eil paid for her services, but slie would have helped him 
for nothing, if she'd known how. Slie treated Inm with a 

rougli kindliness. ... ■ > » *• 

“ You don't w'ant a drink — w’o 11 go m and eat. 

“ You eat. I don't want anytliing." ^ ^ 

"Don't be* a ruddy young foul! \ on ve got to eat. 
Come on." 
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They left the bar and went down a short passage into the 
so-called ballroom. It was a fair size, quite tolerably 
furnished on the hire-purchase system (six instalments 
overdue). The lighting was pleasant, and the decorations 
round the walls, a complicated galaxy of naked females, 
revealed considerable talent for such commercial art. In 
fact, the person responsible for them had once been a person 
of genuine artistic promise, but Old Man Brandy had 
decided otherwise. There was the usual dance floor, tables 
surrounding it, a small dispense bar, and a tlirone for the 
orchestra of five pieces. The five pieces had just come in 
and were alternatively tuning up and " knocking one 
back." 

About half the forty tables were occupied, but not all, as 
yet, with profit, for dance-hostesses occupied a dozen of 
them. They were talking across to each other listlessly 
and hoping oathfully that their luck would be in. Their 
eyes roamed towards Peggy and Arthur with reminiscent 
bitterness ; for before she had come on the scene they liad 
nicked many a welcome note out of his so very easy pockets, 
and had fought fiercely for the honour of having him at their 
tables. They could cheerfully have rent Peggy limb from 
limb, but they one and all knew better than to tackle her. 
She gazed back at them with supreme contempt. 

A moment or two after they were seated, an individual 
came up to greet them. This was the proprietor. Mr. 
Clarence Arbrillnot was his name for the time being. To 
the members of the club he was invariably kno\vn as 
"Oily," and he answered to that without rancour or 
hesitation. He was scraggy and cadaverous, with a horribly 
long neck and a general air of " sliave when I've time." 
His breath suggested an invariably lost battle between 
cloves and brandy. During liis fifty-three years he had 
attempted v^ious minor species of crime of the speculative 
genus, for which he had revealed no natural flair • and a 
couple of spells " inside " had not ser\^ed to sweeten his 

eblThe fortunes were at their lowest 

ebb he had found a heaven-sent " steamer." who had 
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advanced him five hundred pounds on the understanding 
tlwt he got Ins drinks at a third off the published price. Not 
a very sound arrangement, for they were sold at fifty per 
cent, over “ pub prices.” Actually the club was a paying 
j)roj)osition. 

This was entirely due to the secretary, a most industrious 
teetotaller and very learned in night-club economics. He 
knew his job from to Z, and loathed it just as compre- 
hensively. With him Oily had what he called a working 
arrangenient. The secretary called it a bloody wangle. 
The net profits by this arrangement were di\nded in the 
proportion of seventy-five per cent to Oily and twenty-five 
per cent to the secretary — in theory, at least : but Oily had 
des'ised various and ingenious means for varying this split. 
For example, he frequently rifled the till for the mysterious 
purpose of "going around the commissionaires "-—in 
other words, encouraging those functionaries by means of 
a little '■ smash ” or silver coinage to direct those who 
would not otherwise have done so to take a taxi to the 

'■ Pink Nightie.” . *i 4.1 

But the secretary had his doubts as to whether those 

monies were so cx^xuided. For his employer invariably 

came back from these excursions with an unresponsive 

pupil in a very glassy eye. Oily was about as attractive and 

honest an individual as most proprietors of night-clubs, a 

hielily slanderous compliment. 

- 'Eveniiif!. ' Oily,' " said Peggy. I to whis[xT 

something to you.” 

Oily leaned down a fat red ear. 

“ You've had two observations, said leggy. 

The man's face revealed the utmost constcrnat.on 


Are you sure?” he whispered back. ” I thought I 
,aw one here last Thursday. How d'you kiiow_. 

Never mind, l Uiought you d like the tip. 

ThJ.''m;.."ninrof”this scrap of dialogue was that on two 
separatT occasions more or less disgu.sed ,>oljcemen had 
V, sited the club and noted its various sms ol omission and 
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commission. After which a raid was the logical conclusipn. 

Peggy’s “ information ” was purely fictitious, but she 
knew it would have the effect of making Oily very careful. 
So if Arthur came to the club without her there would be 
no drinks after hours for him. 

She ordered two steaks and two double whiskies. “ And 
that's your ration while you’re with me, my lad,” she 
peremptorily informed Arthur. 

” All right,” he replies listlessly. 

” How have you been ? ” 

” I’ve been sleeping better.” 

■ ” Has that crook Barton been botliering you ? 

* ” Yes, he turned up at my rooms and I repeated what 
you told me to.” 

“ What did he say ? " 

“ Muttered something, and \v;ent away.” 

” How much did he swing you for altogether ? ” 

“ Two thousand, but that was before I met you, Peggy. 
When I was off my head.” 

” You're not too securely fastened to it now. A friend 
of the swine was in here to-night. If he comes back I’ll 
point him out to you. Avoid him like King Kong.” 

” Peggy, you're such a darling ! ” 

" If you think so, you’ll slowly but surely cut down on 
the booze.” 

I will try, but I've got nothing to live for.” 

” What about me ? ” 

” Oh, you don't love me.” 

" ^ I’ll go on seeing you. Do you want 

me to ? ” 

" Don't be an ass ! " 

” I’ll go on seeing you if you’ll cut down. If you don’t— 
never again!” 


By the time the waiter served them the club was full and 
there \ras that odd symphony of sound which always 
fasemated Arthur : the slight hiss of the dancers' feet 

gentleman who was tickling the drum with a 
wire brush, the rum-turn, splurge and howling from his 
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colleagues, the occasional crash of a plate or glass, muted 
chatter, sounds of slight altercation, the blustering, rather 
sinister flapping of the curtains in the night breeze, the 
hai-sh sounding of the bell, the tittering of new arrivals, 
the voice of a waiter raised in protest at the accusation that 
he had given short change, the hurried pattering up to 
Oily or the secretary to see what was the matter (as if they 
didn’t know !) — all* this and much more goes to compose 
the Night-Club Symphony. Let those who long to hear it 
remember the Pied Piper. 

Arthur obediently forced down as much food as he could, 
urged on by Peggy who, for herself, needed no urging. She 
was deciding that he was a bit better this evening, but what 
a gloomy owl ! Rather a dear in a way, though. 

Suddenly a slight uproar started at the other end of tlie 
room. Peggy instantly diagnosed the cause — namely, that 
the six)kcsman of one table app)eared to represent that 
point of view which resents Semitic influence on British 
society The four spokesmen at the other table, who 
represented that influence on British racecourses, appeared 
to resent his remarks. 

Oh God ! ” exclaimed Peggy. " riiere s a \ id scrap 
starting. Let’s skip. We’ll go to a movie for an hoiir.^ hirst 
of all you must have your angostura and soda. She 
beckoned to a waiter. " One port and one angostura and 

“ I loathe the muck ! ” expostulated Arthur. 

" You l.ave got to have it." When .t arrived, Peggy said, 

" Go and powder your nose.” i • „ 

Arthur got a certain masochistic delight from being 

ord<‘red about by her. and left the room. 

Peggy glanced swiftly round the room as slie 
somefhing from tier vanity-bag. 1 l.ere was no one looking 

I T- nir.THnn She slipped her hand over Arthur s glass. 
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odd and evil expression came over his face. A moment later 

Arthur returned. 

“ Drink that,” ordered Peggy. 

As he gulped it down, he shook from stem to stern. 

" Now we'll go,” said Peggy. 

Some time later she dropped him at his furnished rooms 
in Half Moon Street. The landlord lodged and boarded 
him for a lavish sum per week. It was an inclusive fee, 
which was supposed to include three meals a day. This 
arrangement suited the landlord^ for Arthur's breakfast 
only too often had consisted of a couple of pick-me-ups 
and a whisky and soda — and these were extras. And 
he was usually out for lunch and dinner. The maid was 
well pleased, too, for she appropriated a varying percentage 
of the cash Arthur left King about, and that was about all 
the tidjang up she concerned herself with. 

. Wlien Pegg>' left Arthur he was almost overwhelmed by 
sleep. As she lightly kissed his forehead he was just 
sufficiently in command of his faculties to ask w hen he was| 
going to sec her again. 

" The day after to-morrow,” she replied. 

. Satisfied with this, he staggered to his room and flung | 
himself down on the bed. 


CHAPTER THREE 

Bob dosed off for a couple of hours, incessantly looked at 
his watch until it was seven o’clock, and then rang up. 

Yes, sir, replied Cora. She seems better. She's asleep 
now and hasn't been sick for several hours.” 

I’ll ring up again at one,” said Bob. ” If she wakes 
tell her I've seen Mr. Gallin. If she is well enough I’ll come 
along directly I've run up.” 

“ Very good, sir.” 

He could imagine the passionate protestations and 
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denials of the- presiding genius of the place, that eclectic 
pliilanthropist, friend to all famous and wealthy persons, 
suave poucher of largesse, donated by those who, on an 
average, secured from the national dividend less than one 
tithe of what he put in his bank at the very suggestion that 
a polluted crustacean could have the sauce to insinuate itself 
into his domain. Actually Bob didn’t, in his heart of hearts, 

believe it had. . 

At ten o’clock he was in Gallin’s ofhee and explaining the 

cause of his visit. . n- 

'* I’m most frightfully sorr>' to hear it, said Oallin. 

“ Tell her I refuse to allow her to enter this building again 

till .she’s absolutely tit. I hope I haven’t been over-working 


1 ‘F ? * * 

That’s ridiculous.” Bob replied. ” In fact she often 
says you let her off far too lightly. You know how it 
is tho«e who work when they have no financial need to do 
so often feel— it is a matter of uneasy conscience, y 
that they arc not doing enough and are being treated as 
privileged. Those who work because they have to, usually 

consider they are being sweated and -j- , 

* Which is very true as a rule, said Galhn. srnilint,. 

■' Rut I always knew Lucy was far too shrewd to be fooled 
in that wry ^and I've forked her just as I’d have done 
if sLe’d been an ordinary employee. I hope she s really 

^^-^h'yeV” replied Bob. a shade hurriedly. 

■* itly hc wrong.” suggested Gallin. but 1 thought I 

detected a shade of uncertainty in your ar^^wer.^ 

' I shouldn't have allowed it to be ixTCOptiblc. 

:: fCt ...ere was a .....e very 

"’^‘Tes“l'L°ow"l know what you mean. I had half sus- 

an emotion ” saM lioh 

smiline ” Not even MussoUn. or Hitler can do that. 

• But like them I can control its expression. 
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" There is no real expression to be controlled. Now look 
here, Gallin, Lucy would be furious if she knew we were 
having this discussion. After all, it’s perfectly natural, and 

indeed inevitable.” 

“ But grossly unfair.” 

“ Not even that. Lucy is a blackleg, in a way. It is 
perfectly true to say that every one has a right to work, but 
have they the right to enjoy a large private income from the 
brow-sweat of their sisters at the same time ? It is a very 
moot and difficult point.” 

Gallin appeared to be considering it. ” You must realise,” 
he presently said, ” that women in business want very 
careful handling. They are strongly individualistic, and it 
is very difficult to get the idea of team-spirit into them.” 

“ I am delighted to hear it,” Bob said emphatically. ” I 
loathe team-spirit. Merely goose-stepping to the bellow 
of a sergeant-major.” 

'* It’s natural for you to say that,” laughed Gallin. 
” You can affojd to. But I assure you in business it is 
essential.” 

” Oh, I know it is said to be so, but I doubt if it ever 
amounts to much more than a realisation on the part of the 
unit that it had better remember its interest is bound up in 
pretending to be part of a herd. Anyway, I hope women 
^ never do acquire it ; I like their scratchy independence. A 
t servile woman is a horrid thought.” 

Gallin was thinking, ” He doesn't really know what he's 
talking about.” 

” In any case,” he said, '• I shall keep my eyes open 7 and 
now to change the subject to that difficult problem — 
Arthur. I heard from that girl who is seeing so much of 
him, just before you came.” 

” The one who dopes him, you mean ? ” 

” I suppose it’s do^ of a kind. Doctor Reynolds hasn’t 
told me what it is. I imagine it’s a sedative, plus Red Bark 
I or Gold.” 

” Is it working ? ” 

” The girl says he seems quieter, and is drinking rather 
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li'ss. She vory sensible and quite fond of him, and gives 
liiin |>lenty of good advice.” 

\\V11, I hope that helps him,” said Bob. " Personally I 
think it perfectly useless to attempt to break a bad habit 
by good advice, threats, or apj>eahng to the victim’s better 
nature. Supposing you tell him his habit will kill him ? 
Well, he may not believe you, or he may want to die. If he's 
got a better nature, it must be admonishing him already. 
In any case, however little he may know about himself, he 
knows far more than any one else can. In my opinion there 
are only three ways of dealing with people like Arthur. Shut 
him up and cure him forcibly. We’ve no power to do that. 
Leave him alone and let his habit kill him. It sounds brutal, 


but it may be the kindest. Or attempt gently and subtly to 
wean liim from his obsession — for that is what it is. The 
combination of a \\onian and a drug seems admirable.” 

“ I he girl says he doesn’t seem to have the slightest 
desire to live,” said Gallin sadly. ” That's the devil of it, 
(or it is lx>th the cause and the result of hi.s drinking.” 

” Quite ; and therefore we must be prepared to have to 
accept him as a hopeless case. I drank more than was good 
for me when I was young, but eventually I felt so appal- 
lingly dilapidated, I reformed. How Arthur can face the 
dawn in his state, l)eats me.” 

” He probably faces the afternoon with a bottle of 
whisky. I'm afraid. Is Lucy prepared for the "'orst } ” 

“ I tliink so. if people ever are prepared for it.” 

” Well.” said Gallin. ” give her my very affectionate 
regards. Of course. I'll ring up often and inquire after her. 
I dare say she doesn’t want visitors. 

” Not yet, at any rate,” replied Bob. ” But I'll give her 


your message. 

As a matter of fact. Lucy's recovery was surprisingly 
rapid, and she was back in the office in ten days. Both 
Bob and Gallin tried to persuade her to taka-a holiday but 
in vain ; that rather pathetic conscientiousness of the 
privileged |x.*rson forbade her to take advantage of that 


privilege. 



i 
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If I were an ordinary working girl there I'd have to go 

back,” she said. _ ^ 

" But you're not," argued Bob irritably. ” What s the 

good of pretending you are ! If one of those girls had your 
money, she’d never do a hand’s tiim.” 

But Lucy had the uneasy conscience bred of a large 
unearned dole, and refused to listen to him. 

Miss Caligne received her with unexpected cordiality, and 
so did a Miss Lampson, who was in charge of the storeroom. 

It is now accepted, except probably by judges and 
bishops, that it is a law of life that certain young women 
— and many not so young — cherish for each other a senti- 
ment stronger than mere friendship. Public opinion has 
become quite sophisticated. 

Miss Lampson simply adored Miss Caligne. She was the 
sweet stimulant of aU her day-dreams. Miss Lampson was 
a fairly competent gaunt creature, forty years of age, living 
alone with her mother, whom she detested. She had never 
been wthin hailing distance of matrimony — no man she 
« had met had been of so alkaline a tempxjrament as to face 
her acidity. Her attitude to the girls under her, who 
loathed her and mocked her behind her back, was Oderint 
dum MaUtant. But by some odd semi-inverted psychic — 
or perhaps hormonic — urge she had fallen desperately and 
finally in love with Miss Caligne. The latter^ however, was 
not in the least in love with Miss Lampson. She tolerated 
her and was mildly amused, and perhaps a little flattered, 
by her adoration. Also she thoroughly believed in having 
as many adherents as possible, especially if they were as 
pliant and devoted as Miss Lampson ; one never Imew when 
they might become useful. Needless io say, Miss Lampson 
loathed Lucy almost as bitterly as if she had been a rival for 
Miss Caligne’s patronage. The latter artfully stimulated 
this emotion. Lucy knew vaguely about Miss Lampson’s 
sentiments towards Miss Caligne— every one in the of&ce 
did. 

Two days after she went back to work she had reason to 
' visit the repair department, which was on the top floor, up 
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two stt-^cp and dark flights of stairs. Miss Lampson was up 
Ihoiv too. Lucy delivered her message, was on fier way 
down, and l»ad just turned a corner when she was violently 
charged in the back. She was still feeling a bit fragile, and 
for t hi.' reason was holding on to the banisters on eitlier side. 
This ii\ all probability saved her life, for otherwise she would 
lia\’e crashed down a whole flight on to her head. As it was, 
she only just held on, and the strain on her shoulder muscles 
was terrific. Slie turned round witli a gasp to see Miss 
Lampson, who burst into profuse apologies. She had 
suddenly remembered something she wanted to tell Miss 
Bault. That “ something,” when related, hardly seemed 
to justify such precij)itancy. Lucy went back to her room 
rather shaken and irritable. For a time the picture of what 
might have, and so nearly had, been kept recurring to her 
mind. She just escaped sudden death — a formidable 
thought. She mustn't say a word to Bob about it. As 
her shoulders ceased aching, her mind regained its poise. 
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W'lTHiN a week of this little incident Lucy had recovered 
completely, and the memory of that sharp attack had faded 
with the vague terrors it had aroused. The weather was 
much cooler, business very good, and every one at Glov- 
fit's working at full stretch. One morning Galhn had a 
visitor. txTt and petite, as Lucy noted. She had never seen 
P(>ggy^ but imagined that this was just another lovely 

blonde after a job. 

“ Good-morning. Miss Camden, said Galhn, pulling 

up a chair. “ How is he ? ” , m. 

■About the same: he isn't drinking so much. He 

hadn't got time, he passes out so soon. 

is it going to take ? Tm Ix-ginnmg to feel the 

is the last time I’ll be a dr\- nurse to a soak. I m fond of 

him. but ifb :>tarting to tell on me. 
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“ It's very good news that he’s cutting down,” answered 
Gallin soothingly. ” As I told you, the medicine you're 
giving him has two effects. Firstly, to lull his desire for 
drink, and secondly, to soothe his nerves. Apparently it’s 
doing both, for this ‘ passing out ’ — as you term it — is only 
sleepiness, and a very good sign. His cure is bound to be 
rather slow, but if you find the strain too great I’ll try 
something else." 

” No,” replied Peggy reluctantly, ” I’ll stick it out. At 
any rate I’m saving him money. The babies at tlie ” Pink 
Nightie ” were just grooming him for stardom when I took 
him over. He’s the sort that brings that dreamy look into 
dance-hostesses’ eyes. W'hen I first went with him there, 
everyone, from the boss to the girl in the ladies’ toilet, came 
up at a hand-gallop. When I’d said my piece we were 
alone.” 

” I’m sure of it,” said Gallin kindly. “ I can well believe 
that but for you the crooks, male and female, would have 
stripped him to the bone. You've done very well and I’m 
very grateful. All I want in the world is to see that poor 
boy himself again.” 

” He’s himself again every night,” said Peggy. “No, 
that's not quite fair. Anyway, he's a gent, arid by a ' gent ’ 
I mean a man a barmaid would like to talk to a second time. 
But you can imagine what they think of me. The damn 
band used to play ' Look what girls will do for pearls I ’ 
when I first went to the club with him, but I stopped 
that.” 

Gallin put his hand in a drawer and brought out a hand- 
ful of notes. ” Here you are, my dear.” 

Peggy counted them. ” What ! I’ve got a raise ! ” 

“ In recognition of your good work,” said Gallin 
smiling. 

Well, I’m inuch obliged. What was it you told me to 
De to him ,? Guide, philosopher and friend ? ” 

;; That's it,” replied Gall£. 

And to think I've been called a gold-digger ! Well, 


V 


BELT OF SUSPICION 


bye-bye ! I'll do my best. To tell the truth, I shall miss 
him when we part brass-rags.” 

For the next hour and a half Gallin turned his attention 
to tlie new brassiere he had designed and was about to put 
on the market. An article of ingenious cut and nicely- 
calculated stresses. 

Twenty ladies weighing from seven stone to thirteen-ten 
took part in the rehearsal. Gallin supplying a running 
commentary. There was much learned talk of ” cups ” and 
■■ darts.” the ladies stared aloofly about the theatre while 
tlieir bosoms were closely studied, dispassionately reviewed 
and pulled about. Most of them were flawless physical 
specimens, but. thought Lucy for the hundredth time, how 
boring is flesh in bulk. That flimsy envelope over complex 
horrors — a discover^' made by all the more fastidious 
gentry who are engaged in the manufacturing and market- 
ing of women’s undies. Producers of revues know tins too. 
and probably also any Eastern potentate who can still 
afford a harem. Borrow once had the superficially thrilling 
experience of seeing a thousand naked women batlung 
together. He seems to have found it very soporific. Any 
film magnate would have paid many a thousand dollars to 
have shot that scene— delicately shaded to have passed the 
censor, and expected a thunderous reaction. \et m all 
probability the reaction would have very soon been mcj^cly 
Borrow's and competing with the light plash of the billo . 
would iiave been heard, a ripple of soft snoring, purred 

from the ciuclitonum. *i 

"Shorts and brassieres must go! said a woith\ 

ecclesiastic at a morality conference. ” They merely draw 

attention to what they conceal.” He must 

deeply on the subject, for he expressed a profound truth 

wlhdu if acted upon, would make it even less necessary to 

have morality conferences. , , t 

Bole arrived just as a seance ended, and while Lucy was 

eeUing ready, had a word with Gallin. They discussed the 

n'c vHabk Anhur, and Gallm told of Peggy s v.s.t and 

favourable report. 
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" I suppose.” said Boh, “ if he does pull himself together 
we ought to send him on a sea voyage with some sort of 
keeper.” 

” Yes. but the time for that has not nearly arrived. The 
girl's going to report three times a week. What she said 
cheered me up a lot.” 

” Lucy will be cheered up too,” said Bob. ” She seems 
quite well again, don’t you think ?'” 

” Fit as a fiddle,” exclaimed Gallin. " And you can be 
sure I'm not overworking her. In fact, I am trying to 
prevent her overdoing it. I wish evcr>' one had her appetite 
for work.” 

There was a knock on the door, and tliere was Lvrey 
looking, thought Bob. radiant and adorable. Ten minutes 
later they were seated at tlieir favourite table at the 
Lombardy. .After ordering, Bob told Lucy what Gallin had 
told him. 

” But,” said Lucy, “ this woman can't go about with 
Arthur forever unless she means to marry him.” 

” Oh. I don’t think that,” said Bob. 

” Then, when he stops seeing her and getting this stuff 
from her, he’ll slip right back again.” 

“ Not if the cure is complete and we can get him away 
from London.” 

“ And you really think he's better ? ” Lucy’s tone was 
dubious. 

” Apparently he is.” 

” I wish I could sec him.” 

” Better not just yet. Wait till he’s got his confidence 
back and his improvement is plain to see. He might feel 
ashamed in your presence and lift his elbow to hide his 
face. How's eveiy'thing in the office ? ” 

” Oh, all right. The Caligne female is almost frenial.” 

” A pose, I imagine.” 

;; Why ? ” 

“ Surely too sudden in an unchanged situation. I’m not 
being a gloom, but don't trust her too far. Women can 
change their feelings for a man overnight recklessly and 
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violently, but they seldom change their minds about each 
other, though they are marvellously adept at pretending 
to." 

" Oh, there you are, darling, jawing like a novelist. I bet 
you read that somewhere, and that it was written by an 
undergraduate. Just the usual generalisation about 
‘ Women.’ We’re just as individualistic as men.’’ 

“ You’re not. Remember the Sabine ladies.’’ 


" What about them ? ’’ 

" Every one of them en masse rejoiced in a new and 
lusty spouse. They never tried to go home again.” 

“ How do you know ? ’’ 

* I’m certain of it. If I had to paint a picture of their 
rap>e I should make it a scene of unalloyed, jocund and 
shameless infidelity.” 

■■ Well, if the Amazons had played the same trick on the 
husbands I bet you could have painted much the same 

picture.” 

” Certainly not. Some would have accepted the situation 
with satisfaction, very few, I imagine — some with resign- 
ment, but most would have pined away and died, but the 

reaction of each would have differed ! ” „ j 

” Well I don't suppose she does exactly love me, said 
Lucy getting back to realities. ” But even a pose of peace 

is good enough for me.” , „ , ,, • 1 r> k “ t 

” Keep your eyes skinned all the same, said Bob. 1 

don’t trust that young woman not to do you a mischief if 

she could. By the way, Anthony Faraday wrote me from 

Luxor— you remember him ? ” * • « 

" Just vaguely ; I only met him casually once or twice. 

” Well I hope you meet him many times in the future. 

The phrase ‘ best friend ’ is a bit boyish, but he s certainly 


mine 


'■ Then you’d better tell me more a^ut him. 

Bob looked at her sardonically. 
remarked, ” that women are inclined to be mimical to their 

replied Lucy contemptu- 
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ously. " On the contrary, they often find them an immense 
relief after their boring mates, and frequently run away 
wth them.” 

” They’d have their work cut out to run away with 
Anthony. I believe he was fond of some female once, but 
something went wong and he never repeated the experi- 
ment.” 

” Well, tell me about him. I can just remember he was 
rather small, bronzed and staccato, and vaguely alarming.” 

■' He may give that impression.” said Bob, ” He Has a 
highly-concentrated mind and a complete inability to 
talk vivaciously about nothing.” 

” Do you suggest I talk vivaciously about nothing ? ” 

” It would probably seem like nothing to him. Once 
upon a time he was one of the greatest diagnosticians in 
England, and possibly in Europ>e. His patients packed his 
ante-room, seethed in his hall, and took station on his 
stairs. He was reaping the income of a film star when 
suddenly he cancelled alj his appointments and walked 
out of his house in Wimpole Street, never to return.” 

” Why ? ” asked Lucy. " It can’t have been much fun 
for those he might have cured.” 

'' A matter of temperament and an odd one. He told me 
he could no longer endure the look in his patients’ eyes 
when he had to break the worst possible news to them ; to 
sign, as it were, twenty death-warrants a week. He lacked, 
he thought, the true scientific temper, that caste of mind 
which can a\adly and dispassionately observe and chronicle 
the changes, physical and physic, in his best friend, which 
are due to a tumour on his brain. He wasn’t made that way, 
so he chucked it all and went away on his travels. He’s been 
on those travels, off and on, ever since.” 

" From the way you put it,” said Lucy uncertainly, ” he 

might be— not selfish exactly— and not exactly a prig 

well, I mean after all he had a great gift and could tell 
people what was the matter with them and so help them ' 
and he gave it up. Oh, I don’t know I ” ' 

” A perfectly sound criticism, as he would be the first 
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to acknowledge. He’s not in the least selfish and no one 
could be less a prig. It was simply this: his particular 
talciU anc’ Ins particular temperament were at hopeless 
odds. It’s a fairly common spiritual conflict for which there 
is no cure. Anyway.” concluded Bob, rather i^ritablJ^ ” he's 
almost a genius, always a gentleman, and I knew you’d 
begin to crab him just because I’m very fond of him.” 

■■ Don’t be fiery and untamed, darling,” said Lucy 
soothingly. ” I’ll take your word for him — he sounds too 
marvellous.” 

‘‘ So he is.” grunted Bob. ” And less of that girlisli irony. 
Waiter, the bill ! ” 

And soon after, having arranged to meet at eight o’clock, 
they lightly sc|ueezcd each other’s arms in the manner of 
their kind, and separated. 


CHAPTER FI\'E 


AriF.R leaving Gallin, Peggy returned to Rupert Street, 
where Mr. Harter was discovered reading Sporluig Lijv. 

“ I've had a rise in salary, sweetie.” said Peggy. 

” How much ? 

" Five jimmies i>er week. ” 

Mr. Harter showed his contempt. t *1 • t . ; 

“ If ” he said. ” my bird's half the chump I think he is. 
you'irbe lighting fags with fivers by next Thursday come 

Michaelmas." 

“ You haven't carved him yet. 

*• And%tr>Unrha I know you will. Audi 

^^"\vel! * maybe for a while, diickie. but it won't be long 

till the smokc^blows by." replied Mr. Harter ^ , 

And YOU will be faithful to mt-. won t you darling ? 

And not fall for any of those fast foreign gir s. on %von 
ro all Continental, will you 
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“ Well, what about you and your knobby-livered lover ! ” 

Peggy took a little bottle from her bag and held it up to 
the light. Harter glanced curiously at it. 

“ What the hell is that dope ? " he asked. 

" Search me,” replied Peggy. ” I’m not the doctor but 
it.^ms to work.” 

She leaned over to get a cigarette from a box on the 
table and as she did so, her~other hand with the little 
bottle in it, struck the side of the chair. Tlie bottle slipped 
from her hand and fell to the floor. The cork flew out and 
half its contents were spilled. 

" Hades ! she exclaimed angrily. ” That’s bent it. 
Now I shall have to go back to the old fish and get another 
ration.” 

"Too bad,” said Harter, yawning. "Well, I must go 
and get on with the good work of cementing Anglo-Ameri- 
can friendship.” 

Peggy' handed him the little bottle. " Shove that in the 
top drawer of my dressing-table,” she said. 

" What do you want to keep that for ? ” 

" Just a case of ' Guess I will,' ” replied Peggy. ” Now I 
must beat it back to Regent Street.” 

Mr. Harter got up lazily and sauntered from the room. 
Peggy’s fingers were already busy with the dial. 

When she met Arthur at the " Pink Nightie ” that 
evening she had another little bottle in her bag. Arthur was 
sitting at the bar talking to Mr. Wilkins, who swivelled a 
shifty eye upon her. 

" Come on,” said Peggy imperiously to Arthur, " you’re 
not a member of the Prisoners’ Aid Society.” 

" Is that funny ! ” said Mr. Wilkins viciously. " Or is 
that funny ! How’s the crook who keeps you ? ” 

The answer to that question took the form of a surpris- 
ingly well-timed smack on the jaw from Arthur. Mr. 
Wilkins rocked off his stool on to the floor. Peggy went to 
the counter and chucked a glass of beer over him as he lav 
Oily, who had heard the dull thud, came in. * 

” *Ullo,” he said. " What’s all this about ? ” 
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" He's been bloody rude,” said Arthur, trembling with 


r<ige. 

Oily produced a curious penetrating whistle, surely like 
that 'which animated the bedclothes in Doctor James’s 
talc. This time it merely produced Snoot who, grasping the 
situation at a glance, seized Mr. Wilkins’s collar with one 
hand, the seat of his pants with the other, and heaved him 
from 'tlie premises. Mr. Wilkins attempted to laugh it off. 
but the sound was forced and the notes were few. 

“ Why were you talking to that basket ? ” said Peggy 
angrily when they were seated in the ballroom. Don t 
you know that Spotty Wilkins is just the type of tough 
I’ve warned you against ? ” 

“ Well, he came and sat next to me.” 

'* Of course he did ; he's the biggest flat-catcher in the 
West End. or any other end. What did you talk about . 

“ Xothing much, but he asked me a funny question. 


*' What was it ? " 

“ He asked me if your tonic was doing me good. 

Pt'gg\' cursed under her breath. Time change the 
subject She beckoned to Oily. " Come here. Ghastly, she 
said. " I’ve got some good tiews for you. 

“ Going to pay your bill ? ’’ 

“ Lookout for a raid any night. 

Oily’s face went a shade greener. How you know ^ 

■■ I met Buzzard, who gave me the tip. He told me not 
to tell yon, but as you’ve treated Spotty with resolution I 

“'"'rhl/ —’s' barred for ever ! " said Oily viciously. 

„or,li".nd brf nl„ teyo", OW," ...J I-TO- H 

have been three months this time. 

Oilv l>eckoncd to the two waiters on dut> . 

drSf.li .S I.M.. b, Wd.b.lblrl,;,- b. ,.b»|»,rf » «« 

b„b o. .bob. I. . ibbb 
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voice. “ We don't make a sausage out of near-beers and 
coco-colas.” 

"Shut your trap, George,” said Oily, "you short- 
changing bum ! ” 

" Don't you sauce me,” said George, " or ” and he 

adopted a lighting attitude. Oily glanced round the room. 
The occupants of half a dozen tables were listening-in witli 
amusement. 

*' So you wanna play, eh ! ” he said venomously. 

" You ’card.” said George hotly. 

" Don't shout here.” said Oily. " Come into the office, 
you brace of blackguards.” 

" Let's order dinner,” said Peggy when George returned 
with a triumphant gleam in his eye. 

'It was nine o'clock, the club was filling up, and the band 
making preparatory noises. 

” I'm not hungry,” said Arthur, sipping a whisky and 
soda. 

" Oh, don't always make that Tool remark,” replied 
Peggy irritably. " You’ve got to eat. How many drinks 
have you had to-day ? ” 

" I've knocked a few back, but I'm not in the least tight.” 

" Well, I’ll order two salmon mayonnaise. Are you feel- 
ing any better ? ” 

" About the same : I'm still sleeping better — or at least 
longer.” 

" Wliat do you mean by that ? ” 

“ I feel so groggy in the morning. My heart goes bang, 
bang, and then stops and dashes on again. But hell, what's 
it matter ! Drunks don t make old bones, and there won’t 
be much moaning at the bar when I’ve ordered mv last 
drink at it.” 

Don't be a morbid mutt. The most boring thing about 
^ozers is that they are always registering faked pathos. 
They blubber too easily. Have some guts. YouVe got a 
brain, use the damn thing. You’ve got nothing to do. that’s 
your trouble.” 

" Oh, don't go on at me.” 


54 


BELT OF SUSPICION 


■' I shall, because, super-sap that you are, I rather like 
you.” 

” I adore you ! ” 

“ Well, then, do as I say.” 

Arthur gazed at her wearily, then smiled. 

” When I pop off, will you look after Sambo ? ” 

" Oh. dry up ! ” exclaimed Peggy, exasperated. ” Stop 

that blasted tripe. I'm sick of it.” 

” I mean it. Will you promise to adopt that cheap but 

charming puss-cat ? ” 

■' If you’ll shut up I’ll promise anything. Now put the 
stopper in the bottle and cat that fish. 

The band was blaring out a ditty, the lyric of which 
reflected on the morals of a famous flapper . 


" How could Miss Riding Hood 
Have been so very good, 

And yet keep the wolf from the door ? 


“ God how sick I am of that bloody row,” said Arthur. 
Peggy’ beckoned to Freddie, the leader of the band, who 


Loo^hcro , Freddie," she said, " just because you've 
^ot tlic worst band in London there's no reason why it 

should be the loudest.” , i i i 

Freddie looked at her as if he'd have liked to have bashed 

lier over the head with a blunt instrument— his piano- 
aLrdion would have done nicely. But Pegp had influence 
with the boss and Archer Street of unemployed musicians 
was a congested area. So he just told himself quietly that 
she was a lousy little boiler, and played a little louder. 

Pegoy was annoyed and disconcerted. She l>ad no idea 

she lufcTl^en observed in an act which, to the 1-bituc^ of 
sne n<iu r'inable of only one construction. And 

sSS kn^w .i^"t ■ “-I 

a convenient moment, sne aanccu 
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a Jew boy who tried to get fresh with her, and presently 
said to Arthur, “ I’m bored with this dump ; let's go 
places." 

Arthur replied, yawning, " It doesn't seem any worse 
than usual. Where do you want to go ? " 

" Oh, anywhere ; let's have a bottle of fizz at Okay's. 
You can have one glass.". 

{Okay's was a bottle party.) 

" Will it be open ? ” 

"Sure. I can get in. It's nearly eleven." 

An hour and a half later Arthur drove home, his head 
nodding between his hands, but he was stone-cold sober. 

At ten o'clock the next morning the maid knocked at his 
door, and, as usual, receiving no answer, came in rather 
stealthily, gave a swift glance at the bed. and then went to 
the dressing-table. With the assurance of established 
custom, she removed from it two half-crowns and a shilling. 
Then she pulled up the blind. On her way back to the door 
she glanced at the bed again. Something seemed to attract 
her attention. She peered closely at Arthur's head on the 
pillow, and then she rushed screaming from the room. 


% ^ 

Doctor Reynolds readily gave a death certificate, so there 
was no need for an inquest. He had attended Arthur several 
times for minor ailments, his last visit having taken place 
only a month ^fore his death. From the appearance of his 
patient he had judged that his stethoscope might tell a 

}u heart was steadily losing its battle 

with the bottle. He hadn't, he confessed, expected it to 

^ surprise that 

^^ensal Green with Bob and 

btCr done 

Bira go to his iat“ ' I let 

••■Now, my dear," said Gallin, "it is quite natural in a 
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way you slioulcl feel that, but you are absolutely free from 
blame. That poor boy was doomed. You heard what 
Reynolds said. He warned me some time ago that, there 
was little hope. As a last chance he prescribed that stuff 
which he was given." 

“ But I thought," said Lucy sadly, " you said it was 
doing liim some good." 

“ So it was." Gallin replied promptly. " He was drinking 
less, but the mischief had been done. It is doubtful, however, 
if lie could ever have been cured, and remember the 
life of the man whom drink has claimed is one of misery. 
He feels, if he is as sen^jtivc as Arthur, a sense of deep 
spiritual degradation. For brief intervals he gets a fevered, 
hopelessly fallacious happiness, but the reaction comes 
remorselessly, and more and more so. You agree, Cars- 

hall ? " , . 

“ Oh, yes," said Bob. " His body is always screaming 

out its poisoned protest, and his soul is not his own. He 

can't face his friends, can't sleep sober or eat drunk. 

Slightly to alter Housman : 

“ ‘ Such ones at times are sober. 

And think by fits and starts 
And when tliey think they fasten 
Their hands upon their hearts.' 


“ I have met a few reformed drunkards, and by their 
rabid teetotalism you could tell what they had been 
through. I had a bit of it myself. 

" Poor, poor Arthur !" cried Lucy. 

" It sounds bathetic.” said Bob, " but he s at rest. 

Peggy was not at rest, for she received on the day of the 
funeral an anon>nnous. typed letter which ran as follows : 

■■m-AR Mad^m— W ith reference to the death of Mr. 
Arthur BaX we notice no reference has beet, made to the 
• . T. ■ wh eh vou have been in tlic liabit, unknorvn to 
b‘m of adX.Xr4 to h.m. Rather lucky for you. 
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perhaps, there was no post-mortem or inquest, but bodies 
can be exhumed, of course, the dead can still give evidence. 
Possibly, if the police were told about those little bottles, 
Mr. Bault might be resurrected to provide such evidence. 
Possibly you may be interested in preventing this. If so, 
insert in the personal column of next Thursday’s Times 
the following : 

*■ ‘ Quite agree Sebastian. Should Ix? glad to hear from 
again. Gladys.' 

“ We really advise this, otherwise the police might learn 
of something which would interest them. 

“ One Who Guesses a Lot.” 

"P.S. — How’s Mr. Harter's business these days?. How’s 
he getting along with that American prospect ? ” 


Peggy didn’t like this epistle the tiniest bit. Especially 
the postscript. The last thing either of them wanted was 
any kind of contact with the constables. Wilkins was the 
author, of course, and he was a dangerous crook. Could 
there be anything in such threats ? 

She hurried off to Gallin to seek reassurance. She read 
out some of the contents of the letter to him. 

“ Have you any idea who sent this ? ” he asked. 

" I’m pretty sure,” said Peggy. 

" A dangerous person obviously, and an educated one " 
Hes educated in every dirty stroke there is,” said 

" The worst crook in England." 

time^Th dangerous this 

i a”."''' f^'J^'^d^d.was-absolutely harmless - 
just intended to calm the nerves, and to some extent to 
destroy the desire for drink. The very best thing that cou d 
have Wn prescribed in the circumstances." ® 

.oia p ' ' thought it must have been OK" 

Quite naturally, but surely you can’t possibly have 
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imagined that a doctor would have allowed you to have 
administered anything dangerous ? " 

" No, I didn’t really.” 

” Of course not. my dear,” said Gallin. ” Now I’m very 
grateful for what you did ; it can’t have been a pleasant 
job for you. The poor boy had gone too far downhill for us 
to save him.” 

” Oh. I didn’t mind doing it. I really got to like him and 
I was ver>- sorry for him. Well, it’s all over, and this is 
‘ Good-bye.’ ” 

Gallin got up and handed her a cheque. ” If I can be of 
any service to you at any time,” he said warmly, ” I shall 
be only too glad to. A job here, for example ? ” 

” Thanks.” said Peggy. “ both for the cheque and the 
offer. But I am afraid I'm not quite made that way. I 
can’t stick regular hours and working with other females. 
I’ve tried it and I was nearly hmehed several times. But if 


I’m in any trouble I’ll come and look you up.” 

When she got back to her flat, she remembered the little 
bottle in her dressing-table drawer. She resolved to keep it 
just in case of accidents, though Gallin had almost com- 
pletely reassured her. 

When Harter saw the letter, he mused for a while. 

” You sure it's that bloody swine Wilkins ? ” he asked. 
“ Absolutely : he used the word ‘ tonic ' to Arthur, and 

here it is again.” , .-r ” 

" Ri<dit ” said Harter. ” An>'way. he deserves a hiding. 

And so it happened that, when Mr. Wilkins was attending 
the races a few days later, he found himself suddenly 
surrounded by a number of large and steely-eyed persons. 
Agonising moments ensued, and when the large and steely- 
eyed melted away into the throng. Mr. Wilkins had gained 
two black eyes, a large egg on his dome, and a thoroughly 
representative and widely distributed selection of contu- 
sions. He was missing three front teeth and a good proper- 
?!on ot bis raiment. •' One Who Guesses a Lot guessed 

why. 
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CHAPTER SIX 

Two days after the funeral Lucy went back to work. For 
ten days nothing occurred worth recording, but on the 
eleventh she had a rather alarming little experience. 
About noon she was going round the office, carrying out 
some instructions previously given her by Gallin. One of 
these necessitated a visit to the storeroom in the basement 
and concerned the dispatch to the shops of a number of new 
" models,” artificial young females in various lengths, 
three-quarters, torso and bust. The sorting out of these 
mutilated synthetic damsels was Miss Lampson’s job. Lucy 
sat do^vn at her desk and began to read out to her the 
instructions she had received. Some of the models were on 
shelves behind the desk. Miss Lampson got a step-ladder, 
placed it by the side of the desk, and climbed up it. Sud- 
denly Lucy felt something glance against her shoulder and 
almost simultaneously there was a crash. She jumped up 
and there was a bronze torso within two feet of her chair. 
A second later Miss Lampson was beside her. 

" Oh, Miss Bault ! ” she cried, in a state of great con- 
sternation, ” I hope you’re not hurt.” 

” Not the least,” said Lucy calmly, though she felt that 
shoulder for ten days. “ How did it happen ? ” 

” I was just turning it to see the size when it slipped off 
the shelf ; I am so dreadfully sorry.” 

" It's quite all right,” said Lucy, and went on reading 
out from her note-book. When she had finished, and as she 
was walking back to the door, slie thought she noticed a 
tunous expression on the face of Miss Lampson’s assistant 
as she passed her. She put it down to the fact that Aliss 
Coral had just witnessed— and Lucy knew that it had been 
very, very narrow escape from violent death. From 
that moment Lucy was always slightly uneasy in Miss 
s presence, half-consciously on her guard. 

On the third of Juue a new heat-wave began and 
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rapidly inlensitied. On the next day, a Wednesday, the 
thermometer was registering ninety on the shady side 
of Regent Street. Lucy had a busy and tiring morning 
and was glad to accept liirs. Chalneys’s invitation to 
lunclicon at lier flat. Bob was away for a few days placing 
golf at Sandwich. 

“ You poor dear.” said Mrs. Chalncys to her when she 
arrived. ‘‘ How simply nauseating to have to work in this 
wcatlier.” 

“ Oh, I don't mind it so much,” Lucy replied, sipping a 
“ First Night.” ” All the same, I darn well wish I hadn't 
got to demonstrate this afternoon.” 

Have you really ? How' ghastly, in a room full of per- 
spiring females. I can't stand our sex in bulk and indoors 
in thi.s temperature. Why do you do it when you needn’t ? 
Tell them you're going to take the afternoon off.” 

” Oh, rot ! ” said Lucy with a yawn, ” I'm used to it.” 

” You're not used to this heat — nobody is. You’ll 
make yourself ill. I'm certain, and it's not fair to Bob.” 

" Oh, I'm as strong as a horse,” protested Lucy. “ And 
after all, thousands and thousands of women have to work 
much harder than I do and under gliastly conditions.” 

“ Yes. but they're different and brought up differently. 
I know' I couldn't do it and I'm pretty robust. You look 
out , my darling, or you'll be having a breakdow'n. or another 

of those attacks or something.” 

'■ Nonsense,” said Lucy. “ it's just this demonstrating 

that takes it out of me this weather.” 

“ Well, tell Gallin you’re not going to do it.’ 

“ I can't. The other girls have to. and they'd despise me 


if I yelled off.” ^ rw nr 

‘■ Let them.” said Mrs. Chalneys firmly. Oh. wtH. 1 

see you've made up your mind. , , -n 

■• Yes I have.” said Lucy, w-ho was bored with the 
subject.' She changed it to clothes, nhich '^as a favourite o 
her hostess, together with the indiscretions of their mutual 
acqu"inta„ccs,®with which Mrs. Chalneys dealpviUi some 

wit and tcmiKTcd mahee. 
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The lunch was excellent but decidedly rich, and Lucy 
ate more of it and drank more hock than she knew was 
wise before exhibiting a perfect figurd on tlie little stage at 
Glovfit’s. However, when the time came she shook off her 
lethargy, and though she had to make five quick changes, 
she was not feeling too dead when it was all over and slie 
was drinking her second cup of tea. Then she went home to 
lie do^vn. 

However, during dinner she began to feel the reaction — 
at least she thought it was that at first — and then she 
began to doubt and then to get frightened. She was going 
to have another of those ghastly attacks ! An, hour and a 
half later she was lying half-conscious in bed and Doctor 
Goulby was by her side. Cora was out putting througli a 
call to Bob at Sandwich. 

When Bob received the message his face went white and 
he sent for his car. He told his companions, in as calm a 
voice as he could manage, that he had been called back to 
London on business, not wishing to worry them.^ But they 
were not deceived. 

“ Something wrong. Bob:? " asked Jacob Tcllon. " Is 
Lucy ill ? ” 

“ Yes,” said Bob. 

” Anything we can do ? ” 

” Nothing, old man,” 

” Well, if you have time, ring us in the morning and tell 
us how she is,” said Roy Carrett. 

” I will,” said Bob, and hurried away to fling his clotlies 
into his suitcase. 


WTien he had gone, the other two sat in silence for a 
long time. Presently Jacob Tellon, bachelor, said to Rov 
Carrett. married, ” Is it whrth it. my boy. this loving one 

TTr more than half anxiety 

and trouble and unhappiness/* ^ 

second baby in a month 
and he remembered the first time vividly enough. 

smilSg. ^ eolf ? " he asked 
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“ Fury.” 

” Will you ever clruck it ? Will you or will you not be 
playing your two holes a day on your hundredth birth- 
day ? 

■’ If I can still be propped up on the tee,” said Jacob. 

■' I’ve answered your question,” said Roy Carrett. ” And 
now let’s have a drink — I feel damned depressed.” 

Bob readied Lucy’s flat at a quarter-past eleven. Doctor 
Goulby in a fractious temper— he was ageing and had had a 
busy day — was awaiting him. 

How is she ? ” asked Bob most an.xiously. ” Can I sec 

her ? ” .. T ■ 

■■ You had better not,” answered the doctor. ” It is 

another acute attack of gastritis. The vomiting is severe.” 

“ Is slie in danger ? ” • u u • 

•• These attacks are always a cause of anxiety, but she is 

organically perfectly sound, and I hope the crisis will soon 
l)e over.” 

" Is it more severe than the other attack 
■' Somewhat,” replied the doctor. 

” What about a specialist ? ” . .. t 

” Mv dear Mr. Carshall,” the doctor’s tone was testy, X 
can imdcrstand ^•our anxiety, but I can assure you I have 
treated many hundreds of such cases and there is nothing 
a specialist would change in. or add to, my treatm^t. 

‘‘ Well I cannot understand it,” said Bob angrily and 
miserably. ” Until this spring she has never had anything 

'’'•■'u U olton .1.0 case," said the doctor. " When she has 
recovered, she should have a thorough examination. I will 

arrange that.” 

” Have you got a nurse in ? 

She arrived an hour ago.” 

there anv'thing I can do . . , • * 1 ,.^ 

"Nothing whatsoever. I will be here at eig 1 m 
moniing Don't be unduly alarmed. I must be off 

now.” 
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But Bob was alarmed whether duly or unduly. He sent 
for Cora. “ Tell me about it," he said. But Gjra had little to 
tell. 

" She seemed all right till dinner-time, sir, and then got 
queerer and queerer, then slie fainted and was terribly sick, 
so I sent for Doctor Goulby and rang you up." 

" You don't know what she did to-day ? " 

"No. sir." 

" Is the nurse in there now ? " 

"Yes, sir." 

" ^^'eIl. give me the latch-key. Tm going to put my car 
away and come back. You go to bed." 

" Very good, sir.” 

Bob did not close his eyes that night. He sat in an arm- 
chair and thought. Not only was he almost terrified — old 
Goulby’s efforts at reassurance had been anything but 
convincing — but he was profoundly puzzled. He had known 
Lucy since siic was a child, and though her digestion had 
naturally not been a subject of discussion between them, 
no one could have looked such a picture of health and 
revealed such stores of energy who had any serious weak- 
ness in that direction. Yet suddenly she was stricken down 
with this virulent disorder. He had been alarmed by the 
first attack, but had more or less accepted the food-poison- 
ing e.xplanation. But this second seizure put a very different 
complexion on the first. Of course, it was just possible it 
tw, had been due to some such cause, but if so it was an 
odd comcidencc After all. Lucy’s diet varied in no respect 
from that of thousands of other people. Yet they didn’t 
get these appalling attacks. He knew little or nothing 
about disease and its cure— he was peither dead nor a 
doctor at thirty-eight, but there seemed something 
abnomal ateut tfe whole business. He shifted uneasily in 
his chair. Though he did not know it, his subconscious 

conscious, but it wL 
not yet ready to receive the message. The first thinf? tn tin 

Ih- overh®aul-?han.,^Kell 

something definite— certain possibilities connected witl! 
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that word “ dcftnite he resolutely refused to entertain. 
But chiefly he put his faith in Faraday, home within a 
few weeks now. If any one could solve the mystery it was 
lie. Tliank whatever jx)wers there be he would soon be 
here ! For wliat a ghastly shadow this thing threw over his 
and hucv’s future. Always to be on guard, as it were, 
knowing that at any moment it might strike again, and — 
l»e faced tlie fact, though flinchingly — what constitution, 
liowever strong, could resist these repeated and apparently 
intensifying assaults upon it ? And the effect on the poor 
darling's mind. He had the imagination to know exactly 
how he’d feel in such a case, living under such a brooding 
nuTiace, wondering if each little tremor of malaise was the 
|)relude to another and fiercer onset. The nervous strain 
alone would lx- scourging, leading he supposed, either to 
hypochondria, recklessness or melancholia. Lucy was as 
much a master of her soul as any strong character, but slie 
was higlily strung and had known too little illness in her 
life to adapt herself easily, if at all. to such a nithless and 
apparently causeless visitation. Bob had the writers 
natural facility for thinking in perfectly coherent, almost 
punctuated sentences witii phrases of precision: And he 
found himself repeating " apparently causeless visitation 

his subconscious murmuring again. But, of course, it 

couldn't be causeless, it must be caused by somethii^, 
somebodv— somebody, what was he talking ^ 

was Rettiia; slic-py ! Presently the nurse, a sympathitic 
north^coimtry f;irl who knew the circnmstances, put her 
held in at Ute <loor. Bob got np and shook hands w.th 

■■ What is your name ? ” he asked. 

Miss Patten." 

Well, how is she?” 

She’s getting some sleep at last 
“ 1V11 me the truth. Miss Patten, how ill is she ? 

The nurse liesitated and was annoyed with 
do^ so She ought to have been better prepared for that 

question. 
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" Well,’* she said, " it's a severe attack, but she's very 
strong. It’s really too early to say. but I am sure she'll be 
all right." 

Bob read between the lines of this answer easily and 
uneasily enough. 

“ Tell me,” he said, " this is the second attack of this 
sort she has had. but until recently she never had a 
moment’s trouble of this sort before in her life. Do you 
have many such cases? I mean, where people suddenly 
develop this gastritis or whatever it is ? " 

Miss Patten was not prepared for this question at all. 

" I will answer frankly," she said after a pause. " I 
have known very few. But that may be just an accident. 
I am not a doctor, but I imagine she is working something 
out of her system. Or there may be something wrong — I 
don’t mean seriously \vrong,” she added hurriedly, " but she 
ought to be examined " 

" She's going to be,” interrupted Bob. 

" Well, then, if there is a little something wrong, it’ll 
be found out and put right. She is so constitutionally 
strong — I can see that — she’s sure to be quite cured. And 
now I must go back to my patient.” 

As a matter of fact, Nurse Patten was more than a little 
puzzled over that "patient’s condition, and Bob vaguely 
realised it. 

Doctor Goulby came at eight. Bob, exhausted, almost 
terror-stricken, greeted him with relief, but no enthusiasm. 
He mistrusted his skill and competence, »but he had one 
specialist’s antipathy to interfering with another. He 
knew no more about doctoring than the old man knew 
about creating character or constructing a plot. The latter 
was with his patient for twenty minutes and then came 
back to the sitting-room. 

" She's going on,” he said, " as well as can be ex- 
pected.” 

” How well's that ? ” asked Bob most urgently. 

" Her strength is well maintained and she has had some 
sleep.” 
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Bob would have liked to have kicked the old man down 
the stairs. 

“ Look here," he said, you can be perfectly frank with 
me. As you know, we are engaged — I have a right to know 

the truth.” . 

Doctor Goulby disliked this attempt to introduce the 

sentimental note : he was not going to be drawn. 

“ 1 am sati>hed with her condition in the circumstances, 

he said. , . „ • u 

“ Tell me.” said Bob with the utmost emphasis, is she 

ill.” was the reply, " but I will not say 

actually in danger.” 

* * Ctiii I soo licr ^ 

-I he old boy softened a little. “ I should strorigly advise 

against it at the moment. Perhaps later m the day Now 

im- dear sir, you want rest yourself, and 
course. Go and get both and be here at four o clock 4° 
me We will then decide if she is well enough to see >ou. 
Bob took some of- this advice, rang up Galhn, who was 

" b... pi... 

°"\Vhcn^Bob'saw Lucy he was horrified. She was white to 
the li^s and seemed utterly exhausted and dimimshed. as 

‘‘ ''Darling,” she said, " don’t worry, I am tetter, but I 
har e te-en so ill. \\-bat ,s the hissing her 

f "tfad”” wc’reCng to^'nd that out. You’re going to 
te tomughl; cx^min^ed ; it’s probably just some little 

thing wrong which ^ P“ /‘S., jt doesn’t feel like that.” 
“ Some ItllU thing, she said. i vaguely 

Her eps closed opened agaiiu ^She s^_^ S 

^Vhe^ te wt -rfl was asleep he tiptoed from the 
room. 


« 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

Once again Lucy's splendid constitution triumphed. In 
three days she was out of danger and in ten convalescent. 
She was then subjected to a rigorous examination, the 
results of which were entirely negative, in the sense that 
they disclosed nothing organically wrong. Sir Andrew 
Pultar, who examined her, told Bob that in his opinion the 
attacks were due to acute gastritis and nothing more. 
Such onslaughts, he said, were often obscure in origin and 
there was no reason to fear a recurrence. Bob, profoundly * 
dissatisfied, took her and the nurse down to his cottage at 
Crowborough. He noticed she recovered her health far 
more than her spirits. 

' One morning as they were strolling over the golf-course, 
she said suddenly : 

" Bob, dear, I cannot marry you." 

For a moment the shock was too great for him, tlicn he 
rallied himself and forced back his terror. He must keep 
his head. 

" Now then, darling," he said, " does that mean you 
don’t love me any more ? " 

” No." 

" Well, then, don’t talk such utter rot." 

" It's this,” she said, staring ahead of her. " I’m certain 
there’s something terribly wrong with me." 

" What nonsense ! Sir Andrew was absolutely definite 
that there was not." 

" And I don't believe him. Why should I get these 
attacks if there isn't ? No, I'm sure I shall get them again 
and again. And that even if they don’t kill me I shall 
become a hopeless invalid and a curse to you." 

"Lucy, darling, don’t be so utterly absurd. Sir Andrew 
told me that the effect of these attacks was immensely 
depressing for the time, but that that depression would 
pass. Myriads of people have been ill just as you were, 
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and have never known such trouble again. Now he's a 
great man, and he knows>" 

“ No, Bob," she said tonelessly, " I can’t marry you." 

And something in the way she said it brought incipient 
panic to him. " You’ve got to ! " he cried. " You can’t 
do this ; even if what you think were true — and it’s 
absolutely false — I shouldn't care. I should love you just as 
much." 

" It would ruin your life, and I know it, and I will not do 
it. Really, dear, I have been over and over it in my mind, 
and it’s quite made up.” 

" Look here ! ” he exclaimed desperately, ” you’ve heard 


me speak of Faraday ? 

"Of course." 

" Well, he'll be home in three weeks now, and, as 1 ve 
told you,’ he’s one of the greatest diagnosticians in Europe, 
Sir Andrew would tell you so. That means he’s got a 
marvellous gift of discovering the causes of an obscure 
illness. Wait till he's seen you.” 

" What can he do the others haven t ? 

“ You can absolutely accept his verdict. He s my best 
friend and lie’ll go into your case with the ^eatest care. 
Sir Andrew's examination was thorough, of course, but 
Anthony will take up your case in an entirely different way. 
You ll L put entirely into his charge he 11 watch you 
continuously and he’s bound to get to the bottom of this 
trouble. Now promise me you’ll do that and not say 
another word about not marrying me. 

' ^r^frto ask .ms.- Bob continued, 

pleading^- -d V-j .. condition-tbat if he 

cannot ffnd out wbafs the matter and I get more of these 

'“Ne^efmhrd^Youtfhat ; he u-iU find out, and he’ll cure 
^°L,ucy°turned to him with tears in her eves. 
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“ Oh, Bob darling.” she said, and flung herself into his 
arms. 

At that moment a figure appeared through a gorse-bush 
immediately ahead of them. He had already played five 
shots and had still a long way to go. He glanced up at Lucy 
and Bob and, being a sensitive person, was somewhat 
upset • at what he saw. Bob and Lucy, rather abashed, 
deared his line and tried to pretend there was nothing the 
matter. The sensitive person knew better, and, having 
played a half-hearted top %vith his spoon, picked up his 
ball and walked hurriedly on. 

Lucy did not discuss the matter again during their stay 
at the cottage. She was affectionate enough and her spirits 
improved, but Bob was uneasily conscious that he had not 
won a complete victory. There was a hint of reserve in her 
manner, implying, he surmised, that the matter was not 
decided, but left in abeyance on the terms of their agree- 
ment. Her mother had been strong and enduring, her father 
weak and obstinate, a mating only tolerably possible for 
those who have inherited large private means. Arthur had 
taken more after his father, Lucy, her mother. And her 
apparent placidity and pliability were, he had discovered, 
highly deceptive. He loved that strength of purpose in her, 
and yet at the moment he feared it horribly. 

She gave another example of it by deciding one after- 
noon to go back to London and start work again the next 
morning. Nothing Bob could urge would alter her decision. 

“ My dear,” she said, ” I have three very, very anxious 
weeks of waiting before me. My mind is becoming obsessed 
by that. I must give it something else to think about.” 

Bob understood it, but he had come to hate that office. 
It was absurd, he knew, but he could not rid his mind of 
some vague sense of certainty that her illness was con- 
nected with her work. He took Nurse Patten into his con- 
fidence. She was doubtful, on the whole supported Lucy, 
but she mustn't over-work. Not much guidance there! 
thought Bob. But he realised her profession bred such 
neutrality of decision, and that anyhow she was probably 
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rather out of her depth. So they packed up, and were 
dining together at the Lombardy by eight. 

After he had seen her home. Bob rang up Gallin and 
told him. The latter strongly opposed Lucy’s return. He 
seemed quite angry about it, saying that he could quite 
well get along without her for a time. Eventually he 
acquiesced, most reluctantly promising he wotild cut down 
his call on her to a minimum. 

It seemed the experiment was a success, for Lucy had 
no relapse and gained strength. But she remained nervous, 
Bob noticed. Her movements were inclined to be jumpy. 
She frequently shook her hands sharply from the wrists, 
quite a new trick, and when she stood up after sitting, she 
often did so with a quick convulsive movement. Bob put 
this nervousness down to a favourable cause— her an.xiety 
to see Faraday, which showed she had acquired a prospect- 
ive faith in him— a very satisfactory symptom. She fre- 
quently asked about him and seemed greatly relieved when 
Bob showed her a cable from him announcing his arrival in 
the Melatna on the eleventh. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 

At eleven on the morning of that day the Melamn was 
steaming up Southampton Water, and Anthony W 

was strolling on the boat-deck and glancing over to the 

s." S' s = ”r 
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His father had been no believer in the conventional public 
school and university education of the British middle- 
classes and, though his son had been ever grateful for his 
time on the Continent, it had left him with an ineradicable 
foreign tinge to his mind, and he had never fully absorbed 
the English atmosphere. His mind was highly sceptical 
and individualistic, and he had found that part of the great 
strength — a strength which he never questioned — of the 
English genius was in its mistrust, almost amounting to 
minor persecution, of scepticism and individualism how- 
ever many mighty rebels had flourished or pcrislied on 
English soil. 

But his greatest disillusionment came wlien he realised 
that the work for which he was brilliantly qualified, which 
he had meant to make his life’s work, was intolerable to 
ihim. He made, extremely rapidly, a reputation in his 
profession second to none, with an immense practice. 
Slowly but surely the realisation came to him tliat he must 
give it all up. The strain of breaking gently to hundreds 
of men and women, tortured with anxiety, that tliat anxiety 
was only too justified, and that their hours were numbered, 
was too much for an over-sensitive spirit ; he could no 
longer bear the look in their eyes. 

One day the breaking-point came, and he left Wimpole 
Street for ever. His action was severely criticised ; it was 
said that it was his duty to use his great talent for the 
benefit of mankind. He realised that this criticism was at 
least superficially just, but he could do no other. 

He had never married. He liked the company of women 
and had no trace of sex-atagonism in his make-up. But 
he realised that he possessed a certain frigidity often found 
in the scientific temperament, and that he could not make a 
woman happy, at any rate the only type of woman he 
could conceivably have married. He had known one 
experience which' had convinced him of that. It was an 
axiom of his that a man who can live without women must 
hve \vithout women — and he was such a man. He had de- 
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velopcd a passion for travel, for visiting the remoter parts 
of the world, and England saw him but little. 

He looked out over the tidy island acres and found them 
vaguely irritating. He had become so attuned to the wild 
that their trim placidity made little appeal to him. ffis 
was ever the mood of U&nvoi ; it was always his darling 

desire to pull out on the trail again. 

One of the few things which reconciled him to returning 
home was to see Bob again. He had met him usually 
years before at a dinner of the Oddities Society, both having 
iust been elected to that learned and waggish coterie, 

whercupbn he had read one of Bob's f 

morbid psychology, and admired it considerably. “ 'vas 

not .1 work of genius, but it revealed great natural 

Forthwith they found some obscure but 

between them. Superficially no two ^ 

to establish so deep a friendship lie a recluse Bob a high y 

social animal, one a pessimist, the other a 

But so it had liappened and so it . jH, 

was eneaeed pleased him rather than otherwise, ills 

JecollecUon of Lucy was dim but reassuring, and wis 

the population mystical pathos, and 

domesticity. 

popular f|,e^little woman smiling beside 

and bouncing a summer breeze. Slightly 


onl to that great . . steamers 

By now the funnels and masts of m^y^^ g 
were visible in Southampto . Kw;«fT thp Metama 


were visible in ^^”\^^r"‘‘7ion to bring the 
compmry Ofjugs wjire ^ ^11 ,vas ready. 


in. 
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Twenty minutes later be was waving to Bob, wlio was 
waving back, and the gangway was lifting to its ropes. They 
greeted each other without effusion, and were presently 
seated in a railway carriage which, since it contained others, 
precluded anything but conversational common-places. 
Faraday uttered a few about Abyssinia and related some 
anecdotes of his sojourn therein. Bob detailed some facts 
concerning the recent history of their mutual acquaintances, 
and was eloquent for a time concerning the imbecilities of ^ 
his publisher. And then Faraday, thinking it was time the 
subject was cryptically alluded to, said : 

“Well, my dear Bob, and how is Miss Baiilt ? Of course 
I congratulate you with all my heart.” 

He thereupon received a sharp surprise. He had certainly 
expected no rhapsodies, no burst of amorous eloquence, but 
he had equally not expected to see a shadow on Bob's face 
at the mention of his lady. He hesitated a moment before 
answering. 

“ Well,” he replied hurriedly, and rather uncertainly. 

“ She's not awfully fit, to tell the truth. Wc'll dine together 
to-night, of course ? ” 

” Certainly we will,” Faraday replied. 

“ Well, I’ll tell you about.it then. As a matter of fact 
I have been longing for your return, but we’ll talk about it 
later.” 

They returned to trivialities until the train reached 
Waterloo, but Faraday felt the pricking of uncase. They 
parted at the station, having arranged to meet at Simpson’s 
at about eight. 

Faraday kept a flat in Orchard Street in permanent 
occupation ; the occupants being Mr. and Mrs. Bounser. 
Bounser, after collecting about sixty pieces of shrapnel in 
his person, had become his batman in France. He was a 
most conscientious and indomitable person, and Faraday 
had determined that one hero at least should never join 
the ranks of the ragged and forgotten legion. So he had 
mstaUed him and Mrs. Bounser in his apartment an 
arrangement which suited him very well, for he had a Wu- 



BELT OF SUSPICION 



equipped laboratory therein which needed certain periodic 
attcntioi\, and a number of valuable and much-treasured 
possessions which he preferred to have under permanent 
guard. 

Mr. and Mrs. Bounser received him with that peculiarly 
English blend of affection and independence, which always 
amused and touched him. \\'hen possible, he always wrote 
to Mrs. Bounser once a month, and he found a large map, 
covering the area of his travels, pinned up in the kitchen, 
witli little flags stuck therein, marking his route. 

Well, Bounser." he said, as the worthy fellow was 
unpacking. " anything happened since I’ve been away ? " 
" Well. sir. we 'ad an h'earthquake, middle of the night, 


sir. 

" So I saw— not a bad one, though." 

■' Xo, sir. sort of a quiver like." 

" Anything else ? " u j •» 

" They 'anged a woman, sir. Poisoned 'er 'usband. 

“ Well, let that be a lesson to Mrs. Bounser. Is that nil ? " 
" They sacked the 'all-porter, sir." 

'■ How was that ? " , j * 

Bounser got very busy with the unpacking and seemed to 

be slightly embarrassed. ^ „ 

" Well, sir," he said at length, " I 'ad a scrap witli im. 

Did you win ? " 

'■ Yes. sir. swiped 'im easy." 

■ What was it all about ? " _ . . 

'■ E called me a slouch, sir," said Bounser indignantly. 
"Told me I never done an 'and's turn, and tlic h office 
sent for us. si^ and when they 'card what c called me thc> 

I congratulate you. Now get out my dinner jacket and 
things 1 haven't worn one since I was here last ; dressino 
for efinner in a ship always seems to me an act of vulgan > 

Though I see-ome of them 
Americans gets buried in their ' Tuxes as they calls them. 
Do you know why they calls them that, sir . 
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No, I don't. Why is it?'" 

“ Don't know, sir ; wondered if you did.” 

At ten-past eight, Faraday and Bob were seated at a 
comer table in the first-floor dining-room at Simpson's, and 
a perspiring person, robed in white, was giving a superb 
lesson in carving lamb on one side and a Rowlerer cork liad 
just popped merrily on the other. 

” Now look here, Anthony,” said Bob, " you know in 
the ordineiry way I'd be the last person to bore you with 
talking about Lucy, but I have been terribly worried. 
The fact is she's ill. Well, I mean she has had two curious 
and bad attacks of something in the last two months, and 
•she is seriously thinking of breaking off our engagement on 
account of it.” 

” Why ? ” asked Faraday. 

” Well, she seems to think she’s hopelessly infected — 
‘ doomed ' is hardly too strong a word.’' 

” Describe these attacks." 

" Well, the doctors call them gastric." 

"That, of course, means very little,” said Faraday; 
" the symptoms of gastritis are common to several other 
complaints. Who is her doctor ? ” 

" Goulby.” 

" Of Harley Street ? " 

" Yes." 

Faraday shrugged his shoulders. *' A worthy old fellow, 
but not exactly a genius. Marv ellous bedside manner, and 
if a duchess says she believes a bottle of fizz a day and a 
trip to the Riviera would benefit her, he'll remark that that 
was what the doctor was about to prescribe. An absolute 
back-number really. Tell me more about these attacks." 

She got the first one about the beginning of May. 
She lunched with me and seemed all right and worked 
during the afternoon. It came on quite suddenly in the 
evenmg— great pain, vomiting, and all the rest of it. She's 
very strong and got over it all right, and then, just about 
a month later, she goes down with another and a much 
worse one. She’s back at work, though she’s hardly fit yet 
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and, of course, she’s terrified of getting a third.’ Says if she 
does slie won't marry me.” 

” Did old Goulby suggest any cause ? ” 

“ Oh. lobster at lunch. That was the first time. But I 
had it too.” 

” That isn't conclusive, as I imagine he told you,” said 
Faraday, smiling. “ How did he e.'cplain the second one ? ” 
” Oh. he said she hadn’t properly recovered from the 
first, but I could see he was just stalling. He even suggested 
overwork ! ” 

” Where does she work ? ” 

” She's her Uncle GaUin’s secretary. He’s her only living 
relative, as a matter of fact. -He's the owner of Glovfit s. 
Makes corsets and things — and a v'ery rich man. 

” I thought she had a brother ? ” _ 

” She had— he's dead. To put it frankly, it was drink. 

We call it heart.” 

” She's no need to work, of course ? , , , 

” Oh, no, she's very well off, and has her brother s money, 
now, but she can't be idle— she's made that w^y. She 
loathes the ordinary life of girls in her position— golf, bridge. 

and dances and so on.” . 2 ., 

" Is she a healthy person otherwise . 

" SSaSr ■''nTct? ’^1.0; s^ethiS 

happened to other people. That is what has made this 
SO violent an experience for her. 

1. lh.l. Al... tt. Ul..k .!« m. 

exan. .ed by Sir Andrew Pultar. 

Ateolutirnegative ; he could find nothing amiss.” 

” And I He^said such attacks were 

accounted for. 
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" Of course that’s quite true and also a piece of bluff," 
said Faraday. “ AU it really means is that he couldn't 
explain them. But they must have a very palpable 
origin if it can be detected. Of course, I am utterly in the 
dark at present, but it seems odd. One such seizure I could 
understand, but a second, in the case of a perfectly healthy 
person, certainly requires some explanation. Don't imagine 
I'm trying to frighten you, but such cases are rather rare.” 

“ Well, I thought so, and I’m sure her nurse did. It 
wasn’t what she said but her manner.” 

” Has she ever been out East ? ” 

“ Only to Algiers and Egypt.” 

” How long ago ? ” 

” Algiers about 1925, I think ; Egypt eighteen months 
ago.” 

“ It's possible,” said Faraday, ” she got a bug there — 
there are some little-known ones, and some I’m sure quite 
unknown so far. Castellani has found several which have 
been named after him, o>ie of which causes a very odd type 
of meta-dysentery. It rejoices in various jocund labels 
depending on the areas in which it is found. ‘ Gyppy- 
turamy ’ and ‘ Himalayan-Trots,' the latter beautifullj^ 
descriptive of its most sombre symptom. It’s just possible 
that Miss Bault picked up something of this sort. We'll do 
our best to find out.” 

” If anybody can it’s j'ou,” said Bob. ” I’m so thankful 
you’re back.” 

" I’d like to see her at once if I could. Can she come to 
my flat to-morrow ? ” 

" Of course.” 

“ To lunch, I hope.” 

Most certainly. She s been longing for your coming 
and puts the utmost faith in you. And for the Lord's sake 
cheer her up 1 ” 

“ Of coiuse I will.” 

» frightfully grateful, my dear Anthony.” 

Don t be an old fool ; never say that again, it bores 
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mo. Apart from the fact that the future Mrs. Bob is of the 
greatest concern to me the case arouses my curiosity.” 

“ May 1 ring up now and make the appointment ? ” said 
Bob. ” I know she's at home.” 

“ Hop along. Make it one-fifteen.” 

Bob was back in five minutes. ” It’s all right,” he said, 
" I can sense the relief in her voice. And now let's talk 
about something else. What about Abyssinia ? 

“ A fascinating gallimaufry destined for that deplorable 
fate — to become an Italian colony, I imagine. I am no 
Jingo, as you know, but the British are the only race fit 
to exploit so-callcd subject peoples, and so far as I’m 
concerned I’d rather they kept their doubtfully clean 
hands off them. But the twain have met— worse luck. 
Yet in the end I believe tropical Africa will in very tnith 
be the White Ilian's Graveyard. .\nd how s old England . 

''Well” said Bob, "she's got the most risible 1 nme 
Minister in her history. An original captain who, 
shoved his ship on to the rocks, was the first man injo the 
boats. His days are fortunately numbered fherc s one 
admirable ixirtent-Sibelius is the musical pet of he 
moment which may mean the end of that orgy of putnle. 
lialf-witted protenfious bunk which has aflhcU’d us since 

allowing a f „ drop, the other a rise 

_a coZei T'L signs big enongh cheqnes for the r.ght 
clrarities." and otlier 

I". ‘r 

'^‘\Vhr.'ihey had Intished dinner, Faraday said : 
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** And now let us visit a moving picture — the art of the 
future, I imagine, of which I am hopelessly ignorant." 

" There's a new Silly Symphony at the Tivoli," said Bob, 
a remark which Faraday made no attempt to decipher. 


CHAPTER NINE 

Faraday was up early the next morning and took a walk 
in Hyde Park before breakfast. He was an uncertain 
sleeper, a fact to which he had become perfectly reconciled. 
He considered insomnia, thougli only in a mild form, to be 
I a blessing ; and he had often found that his brain was 
, clearest between four and eight in the morning. It had been 
active between those hours on this occasion, but the 
problem which had occupied it had been troubling. For 
most certainly he had not liked the sound of that which Bob 
had told him. To his expert car it had an ominous ring. 
He had known such cases before, and only too few had had 
* a happy ending ; and H this was to prove one of the 
majority — not much fun to have to break the news to Bob. 
He spent the time between breakfast and lunch going 
through his old case-books and examining those entries 
which seemed to resemble the clinical history of Miss 
I Bault. 

She arrived punctually and, to his amused surprise, he 
found himself for a moment a big gauche and embarrassed 
in her presence. Was it because she was Bob’s woman ? 
I He registered a mental note to analyse that psychological 
freak, and then the expert in him took charge. A fine 
I animal seriously out of condition was his first impression 
Meant by nature to belong to the type which makes the 
j fortunes of insurance companies, she was very far from fit * 
her colour, carriage, her whole phj'sical, and to some 
f extent psychic aura proclaimed it. 

^ Well, Miss Bault, he said, " I’m delighted to see you 
we re not complete strangers, are we ? " 


So 
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'• No.” Lucy replied. ” now that I see you I remember 
yQ^j very well. But would you call me by my Christian 
name ? I always think ‘ Bault ' a hideous word.” 

•* Then,” said Faraday smiling, “ it’s fortunate you’re 

soon going to change it.” 

A rather strained expression came over Lucy s face. 
Whether I change it or not very mdch depends on you, 

Doctor Faraday,” she said. . ^ . w, 

Bounser brought in the soup and a bottle of wine and they 


sat do\Mi. , - j * j 

Now my dear Lucy.” said Faraday. I understand 

precisely how you feel. We’re going to have a purely 

practical talk to-day. I’m going to ask 

tions, some of them may seem pointless and idiotic , yo 

must exercise your patience. ” 

” I can't quite see you asking an idiotic question. 

laughed Lucy. " Please understand I'm pathetically 

anxious to do all I can to help you to help me. 

" Bob has told me something of what has , 

cald Faradav ” But only you can really put me w se, as 
^he Amerfcfns say. I unUstand that until the beginning 

of May you had ^rfect health ? 

■■ Whcn"you“vere in Egypt did you have any digestive 

and it has f ’attack you had. Did it come on 
Now about the lirst attac y preliminary 

entirely without warning or (lid you i 

symptoms ? " .gamine As a matter of fact, though 

rt 

Tdl me bow tire Xsl'sW I had a feeling of 

" ' f p^rskknTss I got worse very quickly and 

slackness and sbght sickness. b 
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by eight I felt really ill; and after, that I got still worse 
and worse." 

" When you say ' worse and worse ’ exactly what do you 
mean ? " 

" I was frightfully sick and had very bad stomach pains 
with violent shivering, and my heart behaved in a frighten- 
ing, fluttering way.” 

*' How long did these symptoms last ? " 

" About three days, but I was getting better all the time 
after the first twenty-four hours.” 

” And the second attack, was it like the first ? ” 

” Yes, only much more severe in every way.” 

” And took longer to recover from ? ” 

” Yes, I couldn't get up for a week.” 

” Now tell me exactly and in detail what you did and 
what you ate on the days before you got these attacks, 
that is if you remember.” 

"I remember perfectly. Before the first attack we had a 
demonstration in the morning.” 

■' I'd ^tter know exactly what that is.” said Faraday, 
smiling, at least so far as I’m capable of understanding.” 

It s quite simple. About once a fortnight we show off 
our corsets and things to any one who cares to see them * 
well, not any one, of course, but those on a certain selected 
list who receive invitations. We— I mean the models— I 

and show th^m off'" up and down 


" V ’ ® secretary, I understand,” 

TL.*' ■r' to be a perfect Twenty-One 

Thats my waist measurement. Sounds like swank^but I 
suppose It’s true, and I like demonstrating It*rDrobrhlv 

it richer it’s probably that which mate 

Tn’t- you wear made of ? " 

_ lhat s a dead secret, honestly I don’t know " 

, °° you wear them next to the sldn? You 'do Have 
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you ever lieard of any one getting ill wearing them, I mean 
getting a rash or anything from wearing them next to the ' 
skin ? 

" Yes, we liave had a number of cases. They've all been 
fully gone into. And they were always persons with 
excessive acidity — the friction brought it out. At least 
that's what we were told." 

“ When I was in practice," said Faraday, " I had a fair 
number of such cases myself, some very acute dermatitis. 
Will you got me one of these corsets to analyse ? 

" Of course I will — if you won't tell Mr. Gallin.” 

" You can be sure of that. Now then, we arc already a 
little ahead. What did you have for breakfast on this 

first occasion ? ” 

“ What I always have in summer, tea and grape fruit. 

" And after demonstrating ? " 

" I had lunch with Bob." 

" What did you have ? ” 

" Some lobster cooked in a special way they have at the 
Lombardv, galantine of chicken and salad and peche 

Melba, a little hock and coffee.” 

'• And svent back to work ? ” 

Mter 'leaving the office I l.ad a cocktail with Mrs. 
Chaliicys at her flat. 

S!’°a'Ve'ry old friend of Bobs ; she’s cl, arn.ing and 

we see a lot of tier. After that I went home 

" I thought,” said Faraday smiling. tea x^a.s iisuall> 

served in ofliccs nowadays ? 

" Now^^ten ''’'said Faraday firmly, " that was ju>t what 

in detail. Vl course, i ^ rlmibt it is but some 

most absolute h^t ^ning might be of 

other apparently equally ncghgib c hap^mng n_ g 

,t,P hiehest importauce. Aou see what I mean 


\ ■ 
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“ Yes, I’m sorry. I'll try to do better in the future. Well, 
when I got home I began to feel funny as I have told you. 
I tried to eat a little dinner, but I couldn't.” 

” Doctor Goulby attends you, I understand.” 

” Yes,” replied Lucy without enthusiasm. 

” How did he treat you ? ” 

” Oh, I had two or three different sorts of medicine, and 
had nothing but slops for several days.” 

” And now about the second attack.” 

'' I had the same breakfast. I remember I had a busy 
morning with Mr. Gallin because he was going up to 
Manchester on business in the afternoon. Then I had 
lunch with Mrs. Chalneys ; let me see if I remember what I 
had there. Yes, I remember some cold soup, cold lobster, 
cutlets and asparagus and a special strawberry sweet of hers. 
We had some wine. Chablis I think, and coffee. I know I 
ate far too much, but Mrs. Chalneys has delicious food. In 
the afternoon I demonstrated — it was frightfully hot and 
I got rather tired—so after a cup of tea I went home. I had 
a fried sole and asparagus for dinner and began to feel the 
same sort of illness about half-past eight. From thim on I 
got worse and worse just as before.” 

The first attack began about seven and the second half- 
past eight.” 

Yes, I was quite ill by nine and was ringing up Bob 
who was away.” ' 


I understand you have been thoroughly overhauled ? ” 
■■Yes,” laughed Lucy, “and I won't have another 
Bismuth Breakfast for you or anybody else ! ” 

” You shan't, and the usual horrid tests ? ” 

" Yes. I have been trained as a V.A.D. I’m not in the 
icdst s<)U€3,niish about thos6 nocessary things/’ 

ek,* How- “Pon you. Now let's talk of something 

elsL How s Bob s new book gomg ? That’s not merely a 

^ ™ really interested in his work.” 

WeU. you know what he is,” said Lucy. ” HeTl always 

be rather too much of a propagandist to be a great novelist! 
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Somethin" upsets him, some cruelty or injustice which he 
ma\- have read about in the paper that verj’ morning, and 
his plot is held up by thunder on the left and everywhere 
else. He has a novelist's imagination, but he's too inclined 
to make his characters take sides. He clears the ring for 
them to tilt, but his man always wins. He’s too much at 
the mercy of the things of the moment. Really he ought to 
write on an island where he gets no news of the outside 
world. - I can't write a word myself, but I'm sure I'm 
right.” 

I'araday recognised that this was an acute diagnosis, 
iio far as it went. 

” I can't write cither,” he said, ” and I only read about 
ten novels a year. But curiously enough it is just that 
proj)agandist element in Bob which appeals to me. Fiction 
is to me an oblique, disguised method by which a superior 
intelligence influences a p>osse of fools. I dare say that is 
quite tlie wrong way in which to regard the nov'elist s art, 

but it liappens to be mine.” 

” Bob would entirely agree with you,” laughed Lucy. 
'■ He has a habit of holding forth at times, especially 
after a vi>it to the libraries. I suppose if he sold thirty 
thousand copies he'd be more urbane and reconciled, but 
wlien he sees liis royalty statements ! Well, then he loudly 
a^k^ wliy lie siiould write for se.\-starved spinsters and 
iustv yawning wives testing with their toes tlie temperature 
of the waters of adultery. I rcmemlier that expIoMon 
iK-rfectlv. for I told him it was horribly alliterative. 

” Ves I have had some myself,” said Faraday laughing. 
” Ti ll me. wliy do you clencli and unclench your hand 


W,y/’ sdd Lucy abruptly. “1 tliiuk its because my 

liands get a bit numb sometimes.' 

” JiLst since you’ve had these attacks. 

“ i think so. i don't remember them before. 

^^ke’^rtrock a^d rvhJn you are ready knock on the 
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door/' Lucy did as she was told and presently there was 
a Idiock on the door. Faraday's examination was cursory, 
and chiefly designed to get a blood specimen without putting 
ideas in her head. When she was dressed and back in the 
sitting-room, he said : 

“ Now look here, Lucj', I want you to do rather a boring 
thing. I want you to keep a sort of diary. I want you to 
keep a close record of how you spend every day and just 
exactly what you eat and drink every' day and. if you ever 
feel the least bit sick or ill, make a very' careful note of 
that." 

Of course I will,” she said. “ But I am very careful 

what I eat and drink. I hardly drink at all as a matter of 

fact, and most of the time I eat the simplest food. When 

I don’t, its becau^ Bob’s fond of ordering odd things.” 

: " Well, you must keep you diet as simple as possible,"' 

said Faraday. " Let me tell you a little story. I once had 

a patient, an American, who had recurrent attacks which 

closely resembled yours. She kept a careful record of what 

she ate and drank — at least she said it was careful — like 

yours, it was the simplest and most innocuous diet. I was 

completely baffled. I cross-examined her rigorously and 
eventually she said : t> / 


You've heard of 


Oh, I forgot the alligator pears ! 
them, of course." 

Yes, and they’re delicious.” 

I u"® r ‘^^''eerous poison, so I discovered. 

f *n’ ^ ‘■'e chemical constitu- 

ents of alligator pears, but I can’t tell you why they should 

tlif P<='haps one K^^ Ten 

llndsTt Whv ar 'ccomprehensible in a sense one 

-e in the way I have suggested": ^Tanw^ntTou I: 
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in continual telephonic touch with Bob, and I will keep 
equally in touch with him. Very likely you will never have 
another attack, but if ever you feel one coming on ring 
up Bob at once if you’re not with him, and I will be with 
you within an hour. You will do that ? “ 

“ Of course.” 

■' Right,” said Faraday, ” it might be all-important, 
and you must stick at it. Just because you are feeling 
particularly well one day you mustn’t neglect any of these 
things. Put down every little detail in your diary and 

always be within call of Bob.” 

He sat down at his desk and wrote for a few minutes. 

'■ Now here,” he said, ” is a prescription which you might 
get made up at once. It’s just a little something for your 
nerves. Also, send me all the prescriptions Doctor Goulby 
• gave you. Pay his bill and say nothing to him about me. 

“ I shall be only too pleased to see -the last of him,” said 
Lucy emphatically. ” He’s a silly old man in whom I never 
had any confidence. You've made me feel a mi lion times 
better already. And now I must get back to work. Thanks 
awfully for a lovely lunch.” 

•• Au revoir, my dear, keep your courage up and don t 
plague poor Bob with silly threats of breaking off your 

engagement. He's terribly upset, pu know 

” All right, I won’t. You don't think I want to, do you . 

“No "said Faraday, "and it will never be done. 

impereeptible to an untrained eye, but lie thought he 
ATte'r'l^^r^ depaHure Faraday consulted Ins notes for a 

which had again that she was in 

probably decide that. It po- tested for 
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improbable, but must not be scouted for that reason. 

She might again have been poisoned either accidentally 
or criminally, the latter seemed preposterously melodram- 
atic and improbable, but most cases of poison seemed so, 
and many murderers escaped for that very reason. It might 
be significant that she had had lobster on both occasions. 
Such poisoning was a common enough occurrence. He 
would have accepted it as explaining the first attack, but 
that second one made some difference, and it seemed to him 
that the symptoms of multiple neuritis he had noticed, very 
slight though they were, were inconsistent with food 
poisoning. With equal determination and reluctance he set 
himself to consider the possibility that someone was 
plotting against Lucy’s life. She was in business, she was 
rich, she was about to be married. Three possible sources 
of motive. Surely the financial source could be washed out 
i^the only person interested in her money was old Bo!) 
himself. Well then, business. She had a very good job and 
popibly intended to stick to it after her marriage. Presum- 
ably she liad displaced someone, and there were eager 
candidat^ for her position. He must investigate conditions 
m that office That afternoon-tea, for example, was a per- 
fectly feasible instrument of adminUtration. Then she 

rK that Mrs. What’s-her- 

name. Chalneys. wasn t it ? Or someone else. He knew 

they hid^d^‘ Bob's love affairs, Lucy was the first women 
they had discussed in any way. He must very tactfullv 
^und Bob on all these matters. It was of course tho 
heaviest odds against any criminal design but it had to be 
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CHAPTER TEN 


He got his hat and stick and went out, for it was a 
peculiarity of his that his mind worked best when he was 
on the move. He took a bus to St. John’s Wood, and 
roamed the neighbourhood of N.W.3 — an old favourite of 
his. for there Nature was still waging a brave if precarious 
combat with the riotous infinity of vile architecture which 
had challenged her. He soon realised the battle was almost 
lost, for everywhere vast gaunt blocks of flats had risen 
or were rising. Whence, he marvelled, had come the 
multitude to fill them ? Yet still some birds were singing 


and some fine trees lending their shade. 

Presently he found himself at the corner of the little 
street at the end of which rose most abruptly and satisfy- 
ingly the emerald slope of Primrose Hill. Always when he 
had turned that comer he had known the same little 
shock of surprised delight. By the time he had sauntered 
to the top, his sub-conscious had begun to send messages 
through and when, an hour later, he took a taxi outside the 

zoo, it had completed its dictation. . , . 

The next dav he lunched with Bob at the latter s club. 
■' Well ? " said Bob anxiously when they were seated. 
“ Have you seen Lucy since she lunched with me . 

“ No, I’m dining with her to-night.” 

“ We had a long talk, and she told me just what I wanted 

to know-so far as sl.e could tell it. / her .n a 

cursory way, and took a specimen of her blood, which I 
tested last night. The result was quite negative. She 
oreanicallv very sound— heart, lungs, everything. 
Physi^lly she is a splendid creature. But inevitably 
these attacks have put a certain strain on her constitution, 

'^“":Mrd‘'’ar expected to P Of 
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course not ! It was just a little preliminary inquiry for 
providing me with some necessary data for further in- 
vestigation. Often the diagnosis of obscure ailments such 
as this is as difficult as deciphering the ancestry of a com- 
plex mongrel, and, in a sense, it gets steadily more difficult. 
For in medicine as in physics, our knowledge of what is 
has become contracted, but our knowledge of what may 
he, greatly extended. Fifty years ago a diagnostician had 
a far easier job than we have to-day. He would only have 
taken a very few possibilities into consideration where 
we have to take very many." 

■' I see that," said Bob. " But are you suggesting that 
you have to take many possibilities into consideration 
in Lucy's case ? ” 

" Don't be alarmed," replied Faraday, " if there are 
more than you realise. Tell me, is she happy in her work ? " 
Yes, very, and Gallin sees she doesn't overdo it." 

"I suppose there are practically all women in the 
business ? " 


" Yes, at the London office, not at the factory." 

‘ I meant the London office. Does Lucy get on well 
with them ? ” 

Bob hesitated. 

I should have thought," continued Faraday, "her 
position might have been a little difficult. I mean her 
financial and, to use a snobbish term, her social positions 
are so different from those of the other women in the 
offi^. I only refer to this because Lucy’s mental, psychic 
state must affect her physical condition." ^ ^ 

I quite see that, too," said Bob. " WeU as a matt^^r 

thf M ^ “ct'on in one quarter— 

® secretary whom Lucy suwr- 

Smtor a Perfectly good job-^he's head^demra- 

tte sle time^'- At 

‘‘ ‘hn prospects.” 

jobs m luxury trades like that is to^fic. tdtm^t^:^ 
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has a thousand daughters in hot pursuit. Of course, there 
is also a type which thinks it's safer to be on the perimeter 
of tlie circle of which the boss is the centre." 

“ But I gather,” said Faraday, “ this young lady does 
not belong to that type ? ” 

” She certainly doesn’t. I wish she did." 

" Is she actively hostile ? " 

■■ No, she's too cautious and cunning for that. She's 
rather subtly provocative, though perhaps even that s 
too strong a term. Tlie fact is that there isn t a word 
to describe her attitude. I've read that in some tribes 
the men have one language, the women another, and a 
language common to the two. I have sometimes thought 
we could do witli bi-sexual vocabularies. The word I 
want isn't quite ‘ catty '—and that is almost a feminine 
adjective, by the way. But perhaps 3'ou understand what 


. I mean ? " . . j • 

” I think so. It e.xpresses itself neither m words nor in 

deeds, but is ever present and unmistakable. \et I have 

known men who have e.xhibited it. • t> u r 

” I think they are usually ‘ Pansies. said Bob. 1 

know you can't exactly blame the bitch, he continued 

But surely.” said Faraday, "she must know Lucy s 

coins to be married soon." . . 

^ This suggestion did not seem to dimmish Bob s irritation. 

”That'fiust it,” he said. "Lucy has the crazy idea 

she's coing on working after we re married. 

*■ I shouldn't worry too much abmit 

be able to take her babies to the office. And if I read 

h:r character rightly, she is of the potentially maternal 


I think she is, and perhaps you re right. I 
sincoredy Lpe so ; I am beginning to get the horrors of 

that Regent Street dump ^ . somctliiiig so 

almost' completely feminine _and yet absolutely com- 
mercial— an odd combination. 
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“ It may seem so to you/' said Bob, " but if a gentle- 
man came down from Mars and walked along Oxford 
Street and Regent Street, he’d get the impression there 
was hardly a man employed in London. But, of course, 
you can see over the place. I'll come with you.’' 

" And point out this disgruntled female ? ” 

“ Certainly, and if from the sources of your scientific 
knowledge you can find a way of sinking her without a 
trace, so much the better.” 

” I’ll give my mind to it. Does she get on Lucy’s nerves ?” 

” She does a bit — her incessant veiled hostility.” 

” She’s no mean foe, cither, I should imagine.” 

“If you merely called her ‘unscrupulous,’ 'resource- 
ful,’ ‘ tough guy,’ ‘ hell-cat,’ ‘ ugly customer,' ' gun-moll,’ 
and a ‘ bloody-minded cow,' your powers of descriptive 
vituperation would be null and void. Oh, I feel better ! ” 
said Bob, draining a glass of Montrachet. 

_”WelI, 'breathe awhile and then to it again,”' said 
Faraday, smiling. ” And now to get back to Lucy. I 
have told her to keep a daily record of everything she 
does, eats and drinks. To record any slight feeling of 
malaise, besides certain medical matters. She is to keen 
in continual touch with you. By that I mean she must 
be able to get you on the phone at any time of the day 
or night. That, of course, you must arrange between 
youredves So far as i»ssiblc you are to kefp in touch 
with me. I will always keep you fully informed about my 

™inmy"mm her flat'”" 

fnends I want to look up and a few Thingl YZtt 'Z 
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But nothing of this will prevent me keeping in touch 
with you." 

" Well. I'm not going to thank you/' said Bob in a 
grateful semi-grumbling way. " Will you dine with us 
to-night ? 

" Not to-night, Bob, I've got some work to do. But 
will you and Lucy lunch with me to-morrow ? " 

'■ We'd love to." 

" Let’s have a four— I don’t want Lucy to think I’m 
watching her all the time. She mentioned a Mrs.^ Cham- 
nevs, wasn’t it ? — as being a great friend of yours/' 

■■ Chahicys.” said Bob, a shade abruptly. He was silent 
foi' a moment. " All right,” he said, but without great 
enthusiasm. 

Faradav pretended not to notice this. 

" I don't tliink I remember hearing you speak of her. 


Who is she ? " , . . 

" Oil, I might as well tell you." Bob blurted out with a 

slightly wry smile on his face. " As a matter of fact 
before ! met Lucy we were rather close friends. 

“ I know that very British way of putting it. smiled 
Faraday. " You mean the lady was m love with you . 

" Oh, I suppose she was in a way, and I was ver>' fond 
of her. I like her very much still, of course, but there 

are about a million ways in which a ^ 

woman and vice versa, and they re all called Io\e. 
rvcrvtl.’ing from sheer slap-dash h.st to the most awful, 
exquisite and eternal adoration. She is a \ery attractire 
woman botli physically and personally, if you know what 
1 mean’ She's not exactly intelligent as we use the word 
but sd e his got a quick and femininely acute little mind 
and a ve V good sense of humour which would make her 

“ “ri 

"wL'rf damn confirmcd-bachelory way of putting 
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it 1 ” exclaimed Bob. “ You imagine I I wish you’d get 
in the toils once in your life ! Well, if you like, I had 
an affair with her and I enjoyed it enormously — ^till I 
fell in love with Lucy. I suppose I'd been in love with her 
for years really, but I didn’t realise it.” 

” And then it was a bit of a nuisance ? ” 

” Well, yes. Oh, lord, what's the use of a serial universe 
if I couldn’t dream ahead I was going to fall in love with 
Lucy ! ” 

” You should have kept a piece of paper and a pencil 
under your pillow,” said Faraday. 

I dare say, but I didn’t. Well, as even you can im- 
agine, there was a bit of a scene, a flock of scenes, mar- 
vellously true to fiction and a fearful strain on the nervous 
system. I hated telling her about Lucy all the more be- 
cause I have always been sorry for her.” 

"Why?" 

“ Well, it's rather an odd story ; she married a man 
^halneys, of course—about a million years older than 

rather down on her luck, and he was 
full of the hard-earned/* 


■“ L® Faraday, smiling. 

bird soon b^me practically an invalid-^nd fhat isn 
odd cither. But one day he packed up suddenly, and tli 

out th J?/ ft- '^Vell, to cut it down: it turne 

only to haVbeen tTkZ a f^w T 

swallowed about a glassful ■ ^ ti 

■. «h ;« tuts 
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bloomer. Tliere was an inquest — and you can imagine the 
rest.” 

” Was tills in the country ? “ 

" Yes, he had a big place near Derby. MiJ^Chalneys 
had never got on with the locals — high prices of what 
they call sport who, true to type, spent most of their time 
shedding the blood of birds and beasts. They bored her 
to death, and she showed it. There was a lovely chance to 
get their own back. Old man, young wife, will in her 
favour, wrong bottle of medicine — and an inquest." 

" What happened at the inquest ? " 

“ The atmosphere was a bit tense, apparently. How- 
ever, the doctor agreed that with all those ruddy bottles 
• about it was very easy to have made a mistake. He said 
the old man ought to have had a trained nurse, but he 
refused. Of course, the v«?r€lict was accidental death and 
Mrs. Chalncys was completely exonerated — by the coroner 
but not by the locals ! She sold the place and came to 
London, but the filthy rumours followed her. and I was 
disgusted with the rotten deal she was getting. She wanted 
a friend badly, we got fond of each other— and there you 

f > 

are. 

“ That doctor ought to have been slam with his own 
physic," said Faraday. " Fancy leaving all sorts and 
conditions of drugs of all sorts and conditions of strength 
to be administered by a completely untrained pc‘rson. It 


was criminal folly ! " 

“ Does sound a bit such. I agree. I suppose he was a 
cort of rustic Goulby, and apparently Chalneys was a 
tyrannical old devil who would have things his own way. 

" It seems that Mrs. Chalneys came to accept her conf’c 
with equanimity when Lucy came along— i mean after 

^she ^Imed down completely. She’s been 
perfectly charming about the whole thing, and so every- 

‘'’^brton?was rather over-confident, thought Faraday, 
and didn’t ring quite true. 



BELT OF SUSPICION 


95 

" Well, you’ve been lucky," he said. It’s not every 
woman who would have come to accept the situation so 
placidly," 

" Oh, it’s her sense of humour.” 

“ However lively such a sense, it usually fails in similar 
circumstances.” 

" She's an exception. Look here. I'll ring her up this 
afternoon and let you know if she can come. Where shall 
I tell her to meet us ? " 

" The Berkeley, Piccadilly entrance, at about half-past 
one." 

Right you are — and now I must go and do some work. 
I'm completely stuck in my infernal book ; it’s all this 
worry and strain I've got my juvenile lead in a pretty 
sticky spot, but I'd cheerfully change places with him * " 

NOT FOR SALE 


FREE 

CHAPTER ELEVEN 

^ GIFTS -'O DROOPS 

\\HEN Faraday got back to his flat late that afternoon he 
found a note from Lucy scribbled on Glovfit's paper 
awaiting him. It read as follows : t . 


Dear Dr. Faraday, — It's only because you told me to 
tell you every little thing that I am telling you this— I 
forgot It yesterday. Both times I had an attack I remem- 
ber a funny smdl which I can't put a name to. I know it 
sounds so silly, but there it is. I can sort of smeU it in my 
head now, and it at once reminds me of being ill —Yours 

" Lucy." 


Faraday laid this missive down. He was pleased tha 

heTnT? with him so whoIe-heTrtedly. bu 

c T to thU particular bit of in 

P^‘'sons often entertain such haUucination^ 
His mind was preoccupied with other matters, .Wth iSi 
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Gallin’s former secretary, and more particularly with 
Mrs. Chalneys. That what amounted to preferential 
treatment for a very well-to-do relative of the boss should 
cause heart-burning and friction in the latter’s business 
was almost inevitable — it would have been surprising if 
it hadn't ; but the case of Mrs. Chalneys was different. 
Quite obviously she had been in love in a sense with Bob, 
and his insistence that she had completely got over it had 
not been quite convincing ; the wish had t^en rather too 
obviously the father of the recuperation. Faraday had 
his doubts of it. His mind meandered off into an inquiry 
as to liow much old Bob knew about women, and at once 


encountered a paradox. Bob had beyond argument 
• drawn women's characters in his books firmly and with 
insight. No trained psychologist could deny it. Yet that 
was no criterion that he would reveal high insight into the 
minds of the women he actually encountered. Novelists 
were no more successful in their relations witii women than 
other men. In fact, often less so. Many an apparently 


imporcipient and beefy extrovert possessed an amazing 
natural instinct where women were concerned. It was 
possible the subtler the mind the more it could deceive 
— jiot altogether deceive itself, but become over-aware 
of its own subjectivity, and therefore acutely suspect of 
itself. He yawned and with deliberation ceased to genera- 
li*ie. Now this Mrs. Chalneys had a history — of a sort hut 
so far as his knowledge took him it began with licr marriage 
to an ancient, an ancient who most conveniently struck 
his tent or had his guy-roix's eased off by means of a lx)ttlc 
of medicine— a libellous reflection— probably (juitc libel- 
lous But surely old Bob must have had his moments of 
doubt There he was back at Bob’s mind again, a dim 
place like everybody elsc’s mind. Where women were 
concerned there is no fool like a clever fool. Better be the 
biggest fool in the world than a celibate. Again, as mmiy 
a time and oft, he clanged back the cage door on that 
tiger and a moment later was sleeping peacefully. 

He had inevitably formed a mental image of Mrs. 
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Chalneys, and equally inevitably on being introduced to 
her at the Berkeley he found it ludicrously- inaccurate. 
He had expected to find someone tall, rather sly and very 
dominating. He found the exact opposite, though, perhaps, 
the domination was there beneath the surface. However, 
while he believed there was some reason to rely on a man’s 
face as an index to his character, there was practically 
none in the case of women. There were two living female 
writers for whom he had great respect. Yet the coun- 
tenance of the one revealed complete intellectual nullity 
while tliat of the other displayed all the more generally 
accepted criminal characteristics. 

The conversation was at first rather dim, almost meteoro- 
logical. Bob, who seemed a shade nervous, supplied most 
of it. He rather elaborately explained Faraday’s fame to 
Mrs. Chalneys. Presently the latter said : 

” Of course, I have heard a lot about Doctor Faraday,” 
which the latter knew was quite untrue, and he himself 
found the topic very tiresome. 

" Then,” he replied, ” you are in a vast minority, for 
I'm merely a middle-aged bachelor of a morose and anti- 
social disposition.” 

” And I am always telling him he ought to get married,” 
said Bob, in the tone of one who knows he is blurting out 
a banality. 

Mrs. Chalneys turned her head and regarded Faraday, 
but not provocatively or in an over-familiar way. 

” It always amuses me,” she said, turning her head 
away again, ” to hear people say that. Just as if marriage 
is some sort of treatment that every one should try, like 
sun-bathing. Yet that is notoriously dangerous for natural 
blondes : I’m sure marriage would be even more deadly 
for natural bachelors.” ^ 

* ^^cy, " how does one know if one is a 

natural bachelor ? Bob told me he used to think he was 


Chalneys with a shade of 
malice. He hasn t proved he isn't yet.” 


D 
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Well. I know I’m not,” said Bob. " But anyhow 
mine was a fool remark, though I do think Anthony would 
liave made some female extravagantly blissful.” 

I'm sure of it." said Mrs. Chalneys lightly, “ but he 
might have found the process somewhat boring.” 

" I can see.” said Faraday, laughing. " I’m being re- 
garded as a type which is highly unflattering. But I 
certainly tliink celibacy is a mode of timidity." 

" Turning one’s back on the foe,” interrupted Mrs. 
Chalnevs. 

" .Mussolini so regards it,” said Bob. " and he employs 
a stiff and crafty tax to round up the stragglers." 

But you can’t confuse celibacy with matrimony," said 
Luev. 

In a God-fearing community the terms arc synony* 
moiis." said Faraday, " but if you inquisitors must extort 
the secrets of my noxious past. I very nearly did get 
married once. \Ve were very fond of each other, but 
.somehow got in each other's way, and I realised that, while 
I could only live with a woman whose brain was as strong 
as li.-r character. I should always bicker with such a one 
and in the end drive her exasperated from me." 

" There you are." said Mrs. Chalneys. " The sanest 
and most complete answer to Bob’s inane remark. I'm a 
rare tvpe, I had matrimony and celibacy combined.” 

A mildlv awkward pause ensued. 

" Have you ever wondered. Doctor Faraday," she con- 
tinued, ■' what it's like to be suspected of murdering your 

husband r* ’’ , 

Faraday accepted this question easily and naturally. 

• "Look here." he replied. "I suppose every, one has 
played with such ideas in a vague way. but I am fairly 
certain one could never know that a prion : I mean one 
would ha\e to experience it really to know. ' 

Bob was looking a little troubled. 

" Look here. Agatha." he said, " I told Anthony some- ^ 

tiling about it." 

“ Wliy ? ” a>ked Lucy sharply. 
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“ Oh, just because he’s a boni gossip,” said Mrs. Clial- 
neys lightly. ” Well, it’s true ; vast numbers of people 
still think I'm a murderess.” 

” From what Bob told me,” said Faraday, ” only 
malignant fools could believe it.” 

“Not at all,” she said, “ the evidence against me was 
quite strong, as you would realise if you examined it — as 
perhaps you will,” she added laughing. 

As a matter of fact that was exactly what Faraday 
was proposing to do, and he became suddenly certain this 
astute little lady knew it. He felt a little discomforted— 
the implied question was hard to answer honestly. 

*. would interest me greatly to do so,” he replied 
smiling, but from what Bob told me it seemed to me 

that the material for reaching an impartial verdict is 
rather scanty. • ” 

" Don't you believe it,” said Mrs. Chalneys with viv- 
acity. “ Pay a few visits tq^thc stately homes of Derby- 
shire, and spend an hour or two with Detective-Inspector 
Marlon. The last time I saw him he looked like a fisher- 
man who had just lost a forty-pounder.” 

Faraday made a mental note of this disgruntled sleuth’s 
name. 

41,* done,” he remarked, in what he hoped was 

the right tone of banter. ^ 


Bob had had more than enough of this subject and found 
an opportunity of changing it. This was supplied by the 
entry mto the restaurant of a person of aggressKclv 
aesthetic appearance who stared sublimely round the 
^owded roon^ collecting recognitions. " There’s that 
peeHe^ bore. Timson.” said Bob. “ D. H. Lawrence once 

extremely unpleasant minor character [n 
one of his novels, and he’s never recovered from it ” 

I suppose 1 ought to say I am ashamed of never 
having read a word of Lawrence,” said Faradav “ but 

he appears to have founded some sort of ctdt What 
manner of man was he ? ” 

" I never met him,-’ replied Bob, " but the combined 
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efforts of a posse of tiny bores have almost succeeded in 
making him into a colossal one.” 

” He wrote Mornings in Mexico,” said Lucy, ” and no 
one else living could have done it.” 

The conversation skirted round such topics till the clock 
struck three and they souglit the outer air. 

“ Will you promise to come and see me,” said Mrs. 
Clialneys to Faraday, as they said good-bye, “and tell 
me the result of your researches.” 

“ Most certainly,” he replied. ” for your evidence will 
be essential to round them off.” 


In the evening he dined with friends and it was nearly 
midnight before he returned to his flat. He felt at once 
physically weary and mentally alert. He poured himself 
out a wliLsky and soda, lit a cigar and leaned back in an 
arm-chair. His thoughts at once began to centre round Mrs. 
Ciialneys. She certainly had character and plenty of what 
the Americans describe as ” intestinal stamina. Also an 
enigmatic aura. She had married an old man for Ins 
monev-no crime, but usually resulting in psychic strain 
and some emotional abnormality— for it profoundly dis- 
torted a woman's sex-life-at least if she possessed the 
capacity for pas.sion wliich he judged most certainly applied 
to Mrs. Chalncys. He was by no means certain that she 
was not still in love with Bob. and that she had not de- 
ceived him in pretending otherwise. Furthermore, she 
had e.xperienced the perilous distinction of being a sus- 
pected homicide. Did she seem capable of justifying that 
Lspicion ? He was bound to confess that up o a point 
k ^ n ? She was obviou'^Iv a woman of considerable re- 

domesticity. At the same . medicine bottles, 

that she had played tricks N\iin ino. 
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he would not feel satisfied that Lucy ran absolutely no 
risk in her company. Why did she cultivate her successful 
rival’s acquaintance so assiduously ? ‘Surely not from 
any fond affection for her ! If he was any judge of char- 
acter, altruism was not an ingredient of hers. He- must 
make some inquiries of Mr. Marlon — not a pleasant duty, 
but a duty none the less. He had been irrationally per- 
suaded that she expected him to do so. It was true that 
many persons in an equivocal position were constantly 
dragging the subject into their conversation to the em- 
barrassment and boredom of their companions, but he 
thought she had liad a definite purpose in lier attitude 
towards him at lunch. " I know you're going to find out 
about me ; I'll let you know that I know ” — something like 
that. In all probability Bob had made some sucli remark 
as this to her. “ We're relying on Faraday to find out 
what's wrong with Lucy.” 

.Yet her attitude might be merely mischic\’ious, for he 
had noticed a streak of impish humour in her — not a 
common trait in murderesses. But she was a determined 
and, being thwarted in love, a potentially dangerous 
woman. He yawned. Yet he knew that all this half- 
furtive speculation might have had its origin in a couple 
of bilious attacks ! Time for bed. 


CHAPTER T E L V E 

Two days later Faraday paid a visit to Scotland Yard and 
sent m his card to a high official of that Institution, an 
old friend and former patient. A few minutes later he was 

" Look here. Ned. of course I was going to look you up 

as it liappcns I have come 
on a httle bit of business too. I want a short talk with an 
Inspector Marlon. 
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" Of course you can have it/’ said the other. 

" I can see you wonder why the devil I want to see him, 
and I’ll tell you. Does the name Chalneys convey any- 
thing to you ? ” 

" It docs indeed — a very near thing for a very seductive 
lady.” 

” So I understand. Well, for certain reasons I want to 
discuss the case with Marlon.” 

Don’t tell me you’ve fallen for her ! ” 

No, but I imagine it wouldn't be difficult. It con- 
cerns a friend of mine — it's not necessary to mention 
names — who is also a friend of the lady in question. In 
a sense they are rivals and my friend has had some curious 
gastric attacks. Probably you have got the gist of all this 
vagueness.” 

The other looked at him very shrewdly. 

” You're quite precise enough ; I understand perfectly. 
I’ll get hold of Marlon for you. Will you be in this after- 

noon 

“ From three till six.” 

” I'll sec that he comes about four, if possible. ll ne 

can’t manage it I’ll ring you. 

Faraday thanked him. arranged to dme with him a 
few days later and went back to his flat and a lunch Mrs. 
Bounser had prepared for him. He found her spouse much 

exercised over the foreign situation. 

“ I see them jerrys is conscripting agen, sir. 

” Yes, the armistice is nearly over.” 

” Do you think there'll be another scrap, sir . 

” Sooner or later ; not just yet.” 

" Well, what was the good of the last one . And 

did all the blokes get done in for, sir ? ' R„,,nccr * I 

•' I can't quite answer those questions, Bounse , 

We^irsfr, I ’o^^ they don’t know nothing about it. Bit 

"''^IhiikVrcan be pretty sure they don't. Now I have 
probab^/got a very distinguished detect.ve com.ng ,o see 
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me this afternoon. Don’t look so alarmed — he’s not after 
you this time. When he arrives, whisky and cigars.” 

•' Right, sir.” 

Inspector Marlon arrived punctually at four o’clock. He 
was tall and rather fleshless, but his face was for a warning 
to the evil-doer. His eyes were piercing, his jaw most 
resolute, and the long scar from a bullet across his right 
cheek heightened his unarguably minatory appearance. A 
formidable fellow, thought Faraday as he greeted him, and 
knew from his grip the power in that right arm. 

” I hope,” he said, ” I haven’t been a great nuisance in 
I asking you to come here.” 

" No, sir,” was the reply, ” I had nothing much on — 
nothing that couldn't wait.” 

Bounser bustled in with the drinks and smokes, and 
Faraday was amused at the c.xpression on his face, denoting 
as it did both deference towards his employer’s guest and 
an ineradicable distaste for the force and everything con- 
nected with it. The police, he knew, contrary to the opinion 
of the upper — and middle — classes, arc not universally 
belo^'ed by the lower — and for many good reasons. 

The inspector accepted a wliisky-and-soda and cigar, sat 
back in his chair, and waited for his host to declare his 
purpose. 

" I understand, inspector.” said Faraday, ” that you 
carried out some investigations into the death of a Mr. 
Chalneys.” 

” Yes, sir, I did.” His tone was completely oflicial and 
non-committal. 

- t^ontinued Faraday, 

that I hav'c a rather special reason for asking you about 
that case. 


” Yes, sir.” 

“ A reason it is unnecessary to refer to.” 
his inspector, taking a pull at 

caus^rSa"'?. of 
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“ You can certainly say that, sir." 

“ I am going to ask you a very straight and indiscreet 
question, inspector. Do you think she was guilty ? You 
needn't answer if you don't feel like it.” 

The inspector paused a moment and then replied : 

” I'll put it this way, sir : there certainly wasn’t enough 
evidence against her, not nearly enough, but I am certain 
she was guilty.” 

Why ? ” 

” Well, sir, she's a very strong-minded lady — not one to 
lose her head or get scared easily, but she near as a touch 
fainted when I was questioning her. She’s quick-minded' 
too, but she hesitated over her answers time and again when • 
there was no need to hesitate. l am sure if she hadn’t done 


it she’d have been indignant and cheeky.” i 

" I know lier very little,” said Faraday, " but I should 
have thought that to be strongly suspected of murdering 
one’s husband might upset the strongest character and lead 
to hesitating answers, to what you might call the appear- 
ance of guilt.” 

” In a way, sir, that's true. But I have questioned 
many, many suspects, and the innocent ones have always 
shown astonishment and indignation on their faces, and 
unbelief that they could be suspected. They’ve often had 
the wind-up, but it wasn’t a gmVO' wind-up. if you know 
what I mean, sir— just fear of the police generally and of 
the publicity, and of what people would think, and possible 

arrest.” . * 3 *» 

” But in the case we're discussing that was not so f 

” No. sir— she acted like the guilty ones.” 

” Had she much provocation— I mean was the old 


man a great trial to her ? ” . , 

” He was a bit of an old tyrant and nuisance and, of 

course, being an invalid he tied her down. But he was 
generous with his money to her, and no worse than lots ot 


others.” . j D 

” What about the actual evidence 


asked Faraday. 
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'* I understand it was a question of the wrong bottle of 
medicine.” 

” Well, sir, when the old man was found dead, his 
doctor refused to give a death-certificate, for he stated his 
patient had been in no immediate danger. So they cut 
him open and found he’d been poisoned — huge over-dose 
of Paraldehyde ” 

'* Was he quite bed-ridden ? ” 

” That’s the point, sir ; he was.” 

" And his wife had to look after him in every way ? ” 
No, sir, he had a man-servant. But he wasn’t allowed 
to touch the raedidnes. So there was only one way the 
old man could have got the poison.” 

” That seems rather a vulnerable inference/' said 
Faraday. ” After all, it wig/it have been the man-servant for 
ohe tiling.” 

” It wasn't, sir. She had to oivn she'd given him the 
dose.'’ 


” The bottle was surely marked ' Poison ' ? '' 

” Yes, it was.” 

How many different drugs was he taking ? ” 

” Four.” 

Faraday shrugged his shoulders. ” AU I can say is that 
it ivas scandalous. His wife was quite untrained. She 
had four bottles from which to pour the dose — one at least 
a very dangerous drug. How probable she got confused ! ” 
"'That sounds all right, sir, but she'd been giving him 
tliose fo^ medidnes for two years ; she knew whidi was 

“ That's not the point. How often do you find experi- 
enced chemists making mistakes ? I've known many such 

unconvinced so far-but go on. What about 
the lighting in the room ? 

” There ^vas a sj^ally bright light shining on the medi- 
cine cupboard, whi^ she confessed she’d turned on.” 

gtiiltyT”^ othenvise if she'd been 

'* You've put your finger on it. sir/' said the inspector 
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grudgingly, “ tliat was a point in her favour. But it cuts 
both ways ; if the light was on, why didn't she notice the 
poison label ? ” 

“ She may have been tired. In such a state people get 
moments of confusion, blind sp>ots in their consciousness, 
as it were. She might have been in a hurry, fussed. You 
must see that." 

" Yes, sir. -\nd after all she was never arrested. We saw 
the weaknes.s iti tiie case. But every one knew she wanted 
to b.' rid 'of the old man — she hardly disguised it. The 
doctor had told her to be very careful with the medicines, 
told her one was a dangerous drug. But it was the way she 
acted wliich convinced me she'd done it.” 

" \'ery well, I will accept that. You have had a vast 
c.vpericnce of sucli matters, and I’ve had none. As you 
of course realise. I've had a motive in asking you these 
questions. That motive was to sec if it was necessary to 
ask you another one. It is this. Do you think she is the 
type of fx*rson who might be — well, equally indiscreet 


again ? 

" Well, sir. I have never found it a bad rule to work by 
that, if they do it once, they may do it again — if the stakes 
are higli cnougii, the temptation strong cnougli, and they 
get a good chance. There are exceptions, naturally. A 
woman wlio kills a brute of a husband in des|>cration, or the 
case of inurdtTs in sudden violent passion and so on you 
can wash them out. But those who actually plan one 
murder will very likely plan another— if tliey want to badly 

enough and thev get the opportunity. 

Faraday considered this all true enough, if rather 
obvious, but he wanted something more precise. 

" I see exactly wliat you mean,” he said. " Now, 
inspector, I am going to take you most strictly into my 
confidence. If the lady in question had a strong motive 
and perfect opportunity for getting rid of someone, do 

you think that someone might be in danger ? ” 

"I do. sir,” replied the inspector most emphaticain . 
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I’d certainly see she didn’t go on getting that oppor- 
tunity.” 

*' I should have thought the very fact she had been 
strongly suspected once would have taught her a lesson.” 

” It may have done and it may not, sir. Plan-murderers 
don't reason quite like other people. You can't exactly call 
them mad, yet you can't call them quite normal. I can tell 
you, sir, there are several in Broadmoor who ought to liave 
been hanged, and many have been hanged who ought to 
have gone to Broadmoor. Where insanity is in question, 
it's always touch and go, and largely a question of luck.” 

” Well, inspector,” said Faraday, ” I’m very much 
obliged to you and I won't take up any more of your 
time, because I am sure you’re Busy, but you must have one 
more drink before you go.” 

The inspector had one more drink, which disappeared in 
two gulp>s, and took his departure. 

After his going, Faraday set himself to think. The 
inspector had expressed himself with great confidence, but 
he was only to be considered a man of intelligence within 
a certain range. It was natural to his profession to be 
suspicious, often extravagantly and unjustifiably so. The 
demeanour of persons suspected of murder was surely not 
so constant and consistent as the inspector suggested • and 
Mrs. Chalney's apparent terror might ha^’c been quite 
consistent with her innocence. Yet she certainly seemed 
a fearless and dominating character, and the circumstances 
of her husband's death had been indisputably dubious* 
Again, she had a motive for harming Lucy, and there was a 
wrtain similarity between employing a medicine glass and 
a cocktail glass as a mode of administration. A cup of tea 
was also a feasible mstniment. ^ 

a the telephone 

ensuedf ^ whereupon the following dialogue 

Hallo. Is that Mrs. Chalneys ? ” 

Yes. Who is that ? ” 

Doctor Faraday.” 
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me. 


Oil, how are you ? 

f I 


I am so glad you have not forgotten 


" Well, of course that would be impossible. I’ve rung 

you up about Lucy— I mean about those attacks she has 
had.” 


” Oh. yes. they seem most mysterious. Have you dis- 
covered the cause ? ” 

“ No, unfortunately, but one thing is very certain : she 
must take the utmost care of her diet. She frequently 
lunches with you, I understand ? ” 

< < A • » » ' 

les. 

” Well, I want you to give her the very simplest food.” 

” Of course I will.” 


” And I believe she frequently comes in to have a cock- 
tail witli you ? ” 

” Yes. and a very good one, I flatter myself.” 

Well, don't make it quite such an excellent one in the' 
future. Or, rather, make it a very weak one, very little 
gin and a lot of orange juice, I suggest. Mi.ved, undiluted 
drinks would be very bad for her," 

” Why not cut it out altogether ? ” 

” No, a very weak Bronx will do no harm. She’d think it 
odd if you didn't offer her one at all, and she might think 
I'd been discussing her with j'ou behind her back — which 
is the case, of course. It would tend to make her nervous 
about her condition. You can see why. She’d think I 
hadn’t been perfectly candid and straightforward with her.” 

” Yes. I quite see that, and I'll do just what you suggest. 
Just ordinarj' plain food ? Anything special ? 

” No : and I'm much obliged to you.” 

” You ffi/tsZ come and lunch with me. I can assure you 
I’ll give you something more spirited than a very weak 
Bronx and an invalid diet. W hat about to-day week ? 

” I shall be delighted.” 


” Half-past oJie, then.” 

'■ I shall greatly look forward to it. Good-bye.' 

” Good-bye.” 

Somehow Faraday hadn't enjoyed that little chat 
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had made him feel slightly ashamed of himself. Mrs. 
Chalney had a charming voice which she knew how to use, 
and its tone had been so 'natural and friendly that it had 
seemed ludicrous to associate its owner with any sinister 
suspicion. And ludicrous it almost certainly was. Yet she 
had that history, and he’d have ^een a criminal fool if he 
had found Lucy on her dcath-lx.‘d tlirough one of those 
cocktails. After all, if she were innocent he l»ad done her 
no harm, and if she were not she must liave taken warning. 
All the same he retained that mild e.xaspcration wlien he 
went to his desk to continue his translation of Memoirs of 
a Midget into Russian, a task imposed upon him by the 
fact that the U.S.S.R. was to be the scene of his next pil- 
grimage. He happened to be convinced that it was not 
easy to learn the truth about a country if one could not 
speak one single solitary word of its language ; and he 
cherished a profound mistrust and dislike of interpreters. 


CHAPTER r H I R T E E N 

Bob rang him up at breakfast-time the next morning and 
asked him if he would like to visit Glovht’s that afternoon. 
He accepted, and tliey arranged to meet there at three 
o’clock. 

“ And don't forget," said Faraday. " to ix)int out that 
female to me." 

" Right you arc," Bob replied. *‘ When you get there 
ask for Lucy.” 

On reaching the establishment at the appointed time he 
spent some moments gazing in the window. The display 
withm It consisted of a silver-tressed " model,” clad in a 
corset and silk tights, revolving on a turntable and raising 
and lowering Its legs, so demonstrating the unrivalled 
manner in which a Glovfit's disciplined curves, chastened 
armies, and yet lent itself to acrobatic display. Faraday 
after coming to the conclusion that this synthetic maiden 
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was quite the most entrancing creature he had seen since 
his return to England, passed through a revolving door and 
asked a haughty, arctic-eyed Amazon in the outer office if 
he could see Miss Bault with whom he had an appointment. 
This application was reluctantly granted, and a moment 
later he was greeting her and Bob, 

“ Gallin is going to take us round,” said the latter. 
” Come and meet him.” 

He opened a door and Gallin got up with outstretched 
hand, 

“ \‘cry glad to meet you, Doctor Faraday,” he said, 
with a smile. Tm afraid there's not much to see here, 
but you must come down to the factory soon — I think that 
will interest you. Sit down for a minute.” 

” I should like to very much,” Faraday replied. "I 
really only came along to make your acquaintance and see 
where Lucy worked.” 

He hadn’t in reality much interest in Gallin or his 
business, and a quick study of him did not increase it. 
Just an energetic, highly-competent man of busines, he 
judged, who'd cultivated a pleasant manner of address, a 
type he respected — but merely a type. His expert eye 
detected signs of overdoing it — he looked a bit nin-do\vn 
and his nervous system over-strained. But in that he was 
also true to type — Faraday had had scores in his consulting- 


I hope you don’t mean she is ' over-worked,' ” Tallin 
ud, smiling at Lucy. ” I'm afraid these attacks of hers 

said Lucy. " YouTe much 

BcTt worker in my business.” said 
lly. " And now come and have a quick look round the 

“xLy^^^'ssed through Lucy's office and, after Gi^m ^d 
;eped discreetly through another door, he oj^n d ‘ 
ley found themselves on the stage of the httle tnea 
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A dozen young women in exiguous raiment were posturing 
up and down under the instructions of Miss Caligne. 

Bob nudged Faraday and whispered : “ The girl with 
the hat.” 

At that moment Miss Lampson came tlirougli the 
curtain at the back of tlie stage. For a moment she did 
not notice the intruders. Her eyes were on Miss Caligne, 
and Faraday was amused and instructed by the look of 
adoration on her face. Then she turned, noticed the group 
in the doorway, and hurried out again. 

Gallin beckoned to Miss Caligne. who came o\’er to them. 

" I take it you are rehearsing the girls for Mancliester 
and Liverpool,” he said. 

•' Yes, Mr. Gallin." 

The latter turned to Faraday. 

" These ladies are about to give demonstrations up 
North. They have not worked for us before, and Miss 
Caligne is teaching them how best to reveal the beauties of 
the Glovftt — carry on. Miss Caligne." 

That Iad>'. Faraday noticed, was completely self-pos- 
sessed. 

' “ Now, girls.” she said, " practice lliat long slow stride 
again— remember it’s to show the stretch and ’ give ’ in 
these belts, and the perfect ht over the lower-back.” 

Lucy giggled. 

” We don’t usually call it that,” she whispered to 
Faraday. 

The ladies, their faces mask-like and expressionless, per- 
formed a sort of Guards’ slow march. Faraday thought it 
one of the most solemn rites he liad ever witnessed. Miss 
Caligne struck him as a most formidable overseer i tlierc 
was a hard gleam in her eyes as she none too gently cor- 
rected the carriage of one lovely dark robot. 

Presently Gallin conducted the party on to the various 
other departments of his domain. Faraday found it none 

w^s politclj^ enthusiastic. 

This is all new to me,” he told Gallin. " The atmo- 
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sphere here is oddly harem-like, with you the unchallenged 
sultan.” 

Gallin laughed chattily. 

” Do you know,” he replied, ” ninety-eight per cent of 
my employees are female ! Who's going to marry them, 
heaven knows ; for their potential mates are mostly 
unemployed.” 

” And v'ery largely, I suppose, on their account,” said 
■ Faraday. ” It’s an odd development ; I don’t quite see 
its latter end.” 

” No more do I,” Gallin replied. ” The masculine 
principle in this place is supplied by myself, a cashier and 
the errand boy. .And the economic sex-war is extending 
even to his profession. Come and have some tea or a 
drink.” 

They retunied to Lucy’s room where she went to the 
telephone and ordered refreshments. Presently the door 
opened and a female appeared with a tray. Faraday 
glanced at her casually and noted she was the one who 


had hurried off the stage. 

” Put it down here. Miss Laitipson,” said Lucy, and 
then Faraday learned something else about her just for 
an instant she glanced at Lucy, and in that glance was 
an almost insane malignancy, obviously uncontrollable. A 

moment later she had left the room. , t- j 

” That girl doesn’t exactly love you,” said Faraday to 

Lucy as she was pouring out. u. 

” No,” said the latter with a slightly rueful smile, she 

doesn't.” , ■ , 

Gallin glanced at her sharply and said : 

” What's the trouble there, my dear ? ” 

” Oh she’s got rather a crush, as the girls call it, on Aliss 
Caligne’,” said Lucy, "and for obvious reasons rather 

detests me. I shouldn’t have said anything about it 

“ It was my fault," said Faraday. I said it without 

thinkimr ” (Which was by no means true.) 

I'm very glad you dJmeniion it.” said Gall.n savagely. 
" I’ll have a word with her.” 
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He was, obviously, furiously angry. 

“ No, you simply must not ” said Lucy. 
“ I’ll fire her to-morrow ! '* 


" Look here," said Lucy, " it doesn't worry me a bit, and 
she wouldn’t find it easy to get another job. Please forget 
it. If I felt people were getting the sack on my account I 
couldn’t go on working here another day.” 

Gallin seemed partially to have recovered his equa- 
nimity. 

" Well," he said, " I'll give her another chance, but if 
she worries you in the sliglitcst degree — out she goes.” 

L He turned to Faraday. 

" These crushes,, as they’re called, are inevitable where 
you get a crowd of girls working together. They’re often 
extremely intense, but harmless enough on the whole I 
imagine.” 

Faraday nodded. The information was not exactly news 
to Inm, but whether Miss Lampson was as harmless as she 
was intense might be doubtful, he thought. 

When he left with Bob he had a word with Lucy in the 
passage. 


" See here, my dear,” 
make a supreme sacrifice, 
office ? ” 


he said, " I'm going to ask you to 
Will you give up taking tea in the 


Lucy sliowed her surprise. 

'' Of course,” she said. " But why ? ” 

take my „ord for it that it's bad for you— office 

Of course, if you like 
bo airrighr.'^ fl-rthat 

sh°ha„d^t-;;,';“Lragr ^ 

Here’s the corset you asked for.” 
swing-doors. They took 

drinks. ^ ^ ® and ordered 

woman ?’” did you think of that 
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“ Those icomen rather,” replied Faraday. ” That small 
shrew didn’t commend herself to me.” 

” I never noticed her before ; what a weird crush- 
formation those two constitute.” 

” A very common one. I suppose — the host, as it were 
commands, the parasite obeys : and I can imagine some 
rather odd orders passing between them.” 

” Yes,” said Bob, ” I agree with you, there’s something 
vaguely siiiister about such a combination. I shouldn't 
care for Lucy to be at their mercy, and Tm glad Gallin’s 
eyes were opened a bit.” 

"It can’t be good for Lucy to work in that atmosphere 
of hostility,” said Faraday, "even though it's merely 
furtive and impotent. She’d be much better out of that 
office.” 

” Oh. I know.” said Bob wearily, ” but as I've told you, 
she's adamant. However, I swear I’ll get her out of it 
once We're married. But when will that be ? 

" If slie doesn’t have another attack within the next 
three month>.” replied Faraday. ” I’ll give her a clean bill 
of health, and she’ll hav to take my word for it that I 
mean it, and then get married the next day. \Mien does 

she take her iioliday ? ” 

” In September. Oh. well, three months will soon pass 
or will they ? I shall probably be a patient of yours by the _ 

end of them.” , i *• n 

“ Don’t fuss, -she’s getting better every day. Let s stroll 

back to my flat, I want to show you my Abyssinian pictures. 

I Kot the prints this morning.” 

When he had come and gone Faraday rang up ■ , 

'■ I want to sec you as soon as possible, my dear, he said. 

” Can vou dine with me ? , j ■ i-,,, 

■■ 1 am so sorry, but I can’t,” Lucy replied m dining 

with a friend, but I will be borne by ball-past nine. 

■■ Can I see you for a few minutes then Z 

” Of course. I shall be e.xpectiug you „„.ession 

F'lnrHv* h'u\ been dec 1)1 V impressed b\ that c. p 
oil Ml^aml^^iu-: fact-it i.ad tlvealcd an almost maniacal 
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hatred which had completely taken charge, could not 
exorcised and \vas definitely reckless, and dangerous to the 
object of it. If that woman, he decided, could do Lucy a 
serious mischief she wouldn't have the slightest compunc- 
tion in doing so ; and would derive a deep sadistic satisfac- 
tion from so doing. Surely, he thought, Lucy must realise 
some of this, such palpable malignancy was unmistakable. 
It was high time she was out of that office, for he was 
convinced, extravagant though it sounded, that she might 
not be safe there. But apparently she was determined to 
stay on, and she was strong-willed to a fault. Nevertheless 
he was determined to get her out. and for ever, but it would 
take all his tact and persuasiveness. Till it was time for 

him to start for Basil Street he considered the best way of 
tackling her. 

When he arrived she gave him a whisky-and-soda and 
cigar. 


Well, Doctor Faraday. I am delighted to see you but 
1 m a weeny bit nervous. Is it something very urgent that 
you want to see me about ? " 

“ Knt whether it's urgent or not," said Faraday 

but .when I was m your office to-day. I received an 
extremely unpleasant impression." 

" Miss Lampson ? " 

" The woman who brought in the tea." 

Yes, that s Miss Lampson." 

" Oh‘‘v« O" Caligne ? •• 

14 o ^ office joke." ” 

;; N<r:h" " 

to ta.k%;ry :lr:;Xryou‘ Whe^ri J!”"' ' 

good third of my patiwts were^ .nffi • ^ 

caUed ' nerves ’-thlt s“ lo Je 

almost infinitely varioL-m^nife^T'' 

turbance some simple and qu7te IhaZl 

and profound. Of those complex 

women, and ot those tZthTr^™ a‘tTa‘fteX 


victims — if you like to put it in that way — of such crushes. 
The subject is, of course, more or less taboo ” 

“ Do you mean that peopl^ don't talk about it," said 
Lucy. " They certainly do, and to a boring extent." 

" I mean tiiis : no play dealing with the subject can be 
staged." 

" It’s fairly clearly hinted at in films," said Lucy. 

Is it ? I'm surprised." 

" Well, it is always rather carefully disguised,” admitted 
Lucy. 

“ I am sure of it. I am equally sure that, when you say 
pc-ople talk about it, that is only true of a certain section 
of London society. Try and raise the topic in mixed 
company in Glasgow, Cheltenham or Llandrindod Wells, 
and I think you'd have your eyes opened as to how far it 
was a gc!icrally accepted subject for conversation. How- 
e\er, that is by the way. The fact remains that a very 
large number of women are reduced to what are called 
‘ nervous wrecks'’ through the enforced suppression of what 
is usually a dominating and uncontrollable emotion, hrom 
my observation of this Miss Lampson I should judge that 

she is of that type.” 


Lucy looked puzzled. . ' • r 

" I ex(x;ct you’re right, but I don’t quite see where I 

come in, as it were." 

■' I was coming to tliat. Sucti women are sometimes 
dangerous to those they l.ave a grievance or fancied 

yon tumk Miss Lampson might he 

dangerous to me ? ” 

An odd look came over Lucy’s face. She 'va^ silent for a 
time staring out of the window. At length she said . 

Until you said that I had almost forgotten 
-two thines as a matter of fact, which hapixuied to rne m 
Ifc office. One day when 1 «;as coming 
Mi^s Lampson rushed down behind me an g 
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into me. Very luckily I was hanging on to the banisters, or 
I might have been killed, I suppose.” 

“ Was there anything about that incident that struck 
you as curious ? I mean, it spunds as if it might have been 
purely accidental.” 

” I’m not suggesting for a moment that it wasn't,” said 
Lucy. “ Until this moment I had never regarded it as any- 
thing else. But Miss Lampson's excuse for tearing down 
after me was that she had forgotten to say something to me. 
And that ‘ something ’ turned out to be so trivial and 
unimportant that rushing after me like that seemed fussy 
and silly ; slie could have phoned me in my office a few 
piinutes later. Also, we are told to be very careful on those 
stairs, which are steep and rather dark.” 

" And there was another incident ? ” 


“ Yes,” replied Lucy, ” and equally petty.” And she 
told Faraday of the fall of the bronze model. ” Of 
course.” she said, ” it was very easy for that to happen. 
But Miss Lampson had no need to look at the models then 
• — in fact, she ought to have been listening to tlie instruc- 
tions I was giving her and making notes of them. Again, 
she ought to have known the size of that model without 
looking at it ; it is her job to have those models placed on 
the shelves and in a certain order, and know exactly wliere 
each type and size is placed. Also it was a bit dangerous 
to move those heavy models about above my head Do 
you understand what I mean ? ” 


” I think so.” answered Faraday. ” She was doing some- 
thing unnecessary, something she ought not to have 

required to do, and something that, in the result, might 
have killed you.” ^ 

That s it exactly. All the same, every one at times 
breaks almost every rule in almost every office, I imagine 
Gallin is almost a fanatic about rules, and is always adding 

unexpected result that the 
office staff make no attempt to obey them aU. and they 
disregard the essential ones as much as the trivial ” ^ 

It amounts to this : that if you and Miss Lampson 
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liad been on friendly terms you would have thought 
nothing of these incidents." 

" Yes : in fact, 1 never thought of them as anything 
but purely accidental until just now. I won’t say I wasn't 
a little upset and irritated by her stupidity both times, but 
that was all. But I am quite sure that that is not the only 
time people have been knocked into on those stairs, and 
not the first time models have fallen off those shelves. 
Both must have happened often.” 

” Quite.” said Faraday, " but not so coincidentally, I 
imagine. The same one person puts the same other person 
in danger both times, and the former cherishes a bitter 
hatred towards the latter. Is Miss Lampson inclined to be 

careless as a general rule ? ” 

■' No,” admitted Lucy, “ she's not. In fact, I imagine 
she sticks to the rules more than any one else in the office. 
She's fussily pedantic about them, and is cordially disliked 
by all the girls under her, for that reason.” 

Faraday sat tliinking for a time. 

” Bob,” he said at length, ” impressed upon me how use- 
less it was for me to attempt to persuade you to leave that 

office 

■'That's true.” said Lucy, "he’s tried over and over 
again, but I enjoy working, and must have something to 

""'■ .\11 the same," said Faraday, ” I am going to make the 

be quite useless.” said Lucy. " I have made up 
my mind. As soon as I am married and have enough to 
keep me busy at home, I'll chuck .t, but not t.ll then. 

■■^Listen to me. Ifs possihle-I won t say 
tins woman has in silly, clumsy ways tried ^ 

don't suppose for a moment she actually tned to kil you 
T merely wants to got you out of your job and Miss 
Signe back into it. The means she they 

were intentional— were just the sor ° ^ j woman 

hazard, =ptir-of-the-moment means a half crazed 

employ. And we must accept two 
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on both occasions she very nearly succeeded ; secondly, 
that if she gets another chance she’ll take it.” 

“ I’ll be on my guard,” said Lucy ; '* in fact, I tliink 
subconsciously I have been so since tliat model fell, though 
I never realised it till just now.” 

• “ All the same you cannot be on your guard all the time. 
When you are busy and running around the ofiice you can- 
not always be watching out for trouble, and often your mind 
will be completely occupied with other things.” 

“ I don’t see much of her,” said Lucy, “ for days I hardly 
set eyes on her.” 


Faraday did not want to put a certain idea into Lucy's 
head, but he had to attempt to get his way. 

“ Look here.” he replied, ” when I say this you can take 
It I am m absolute earnest. I believe you may be in serious 
danger in that olhce. and I don't think it fair to Bob you 
should allow yourself to run such risks.” 

Lucy looked him very straight in the face. 

'' Do you really nvan that } ” 

I have told you so. Furthermore, you promised to 
put g>ur^If in my charge and follow all my instructions.” 
But that was about those attacks.” said Lucy. 

1 said all my instructions.’ ” 

■■I must confess.” said Lucy, half-laughing, ■' you've 
ZtTshairfe I -yr so much 7o 

. 1 ... "S.p,!“d7d'5r 
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ril leave. I don’t think I’m a funk, particularly, but, if 
anytliing like that did happen to me, I know it would make 
Bob suffer a great deal, and since I promised to put myself 
entirely in your charge about those attacks, and you say 
the two are connected, I am bound to keep my promise.” 
Faraday felt greatly elated. 

” An extremely wise, and I may say, courageous 
decision, he said warmly. ” For no one likes reversing a 
long-argued decision, and no one likes to feel they are in 
any sense of the word running away. But you are not 
running away, you are taking yourself out of the reach of 
the venom of a maniac. I am not exaggerating — that 
woman is definitely insane where you are concerned.” 

“ Then you really believe they weren’t accidents ? ” 

” I am convinced they were not ; the motive plus the 
attempts combine to make an unanswerable argument to 

the contrary.” •< t 

" I can’t leave at a moment's notice,” said Lucy. I 
must have at least a fortnight to straighten things out 

for my successor.” 

” Of course ; make it a fortnight from next Saturday. 
We’ll see that the news of your resignation gets kno\yn m 
tlie office, whicli will almost certainly result in that virago 

keeping her claws in.” . , 

“ Will you get Bob to tell Gallin ? said Lucy. I don t 
like to, somehow. It’s lx)und to annoy him, for we seem 
to work very well together, and he hates changes in the 


people round him.” i * 

I’ll see Bob in tlic morning and get him to do it. 

But not tell Gallin why.” said Lucy. 

If you like, but he’ll be a fool not to guess after tliat 

little scene in the office this afternoon. 

■■ Yes " agreed Lucy, " and he’s as sharp as one of his 

patent needles. Well, it can't be helped, and I dare say he 
won't sack either of them-the Cali^e 
lot to his business, and he'll probably take 
secretary. After all it hasn't been her fault in any way. 


I 4 
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of course she knew nothing about it. Miss Lampson is 
efficient at her job, too.’* 

Faraday had his doubts about all this, remembering that 
look on Gallin’s face, but he did not voice them. He 
inquired after Lucy’s general health and made a few small 
tests of her nervous condition. He found improvement 
in every way, but that there was still room for considerably 
more. Then he took his departure, very well pleased with 
his evening's work. 

The next morning he sent the corset to be analysed — a 

routine matter from which he expected nothing. But at 

one time he had many ‘ rubber-corset ’ patients, who were 

at death’s door through the wearing of those obsolete 

iniquities, and he had distrusted any sort of reducing-corset 

ever since. From a cursory examination of the Glovfit he 

had coine to the conclusion that it allowed for complete 

ventilation of the body, but he wanted to make absolutely 

sure of its harmlessness. Then he rang up Bob to tell him 

he was coming to see him, and took a taxi to Charles 
otreet. 

Li^y conversation with 

Bob '• Why didn't she tell me 
aoout It ! — She ought to have done.” 

tin li?” believe," replied Faraday, " that she never 
l«id?nts/^ regarded those incidents as anything but 

nn Lampson fiend,” said Bob. working himself 

^ most exclamatory state of mind “ T’H nu * 
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connection. . It amused him to realise with what sympathy 
— almost amounting to neutrality — Bob would probably 
have dealt with the business in one of his novels ; what a 
palliating analysis he would have devoted to the ambitions 
of Miss Caligne and the frustrated emotions of Miss Lamp- 
son. But the charity of novelists ends at home. • 

“ Cheer up," he said, " we’ve euchred them most success- 
fullv." 

" I was just thinking about the ne.xt fortnight," said Bob. 
" As you say Gallin is almost certain to guess at the reason 
for Lucy's going. If he does, he’ll probably give those hell- 
cats a many-coloured cursing and the sack. They richly 
deserve both, but won’t they try to put it across Lucy 
before they go ? " 

■' Really,” replied Faraday, " I think you are being 
rather over-apprehensive. To begin with, it’« a v'ery short 
period. Again, Lucy will be on her guard, and those two 
will have been pretty starkly warned not to try any more 
tricks." 

■' I don't trust them ; they may be so mad with rage 
they'll risk anything." 

" Tliey have their livings to earn in the future. After all 
thcyTe not gangsters, they're merely subordinate employ- 
ees in a corset business." 

" Shall I lie to Gallin ? ” asked Bob. " Tell him Lucys 
going has nothing to do with those two fiends ? 

" You can try it, but I’m sure he won't believe a word 

% 


j ^ * * 

" Well, I don't care a damn if he docs or not,” said Bob. 
" In any case Lucy would be leaving soon, and what he 
cares to do witli his staff doesn’t matter to me. I II hustle 
round and slip him the glad news. I'm immensely obliged 
to vou. Anthony, for enabling me to do so. but. iniinitely 

more than tliat. you may have saved Lucy s hie. 

He Imrried off and was with Gallin m ten minutes^ 

Lucy, he found, was demonstrating. Galiin's face grew ar 

when he heard the news. ■ 

“ This is very sudden, isn't it ? he said. 
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Yes,” Bob replied, ” but Faraday is not quite satisfied 
with Lucy’s progress.” 

" That’s rather sudden too. He told me yesterday she 
was going on very well.” 

Bob looked — and knew he looked — rather flustered. 

” Well,” he began lamely, ” the fact is ” 

'' The fact is,” interrupted Gallin, ” Doctor Faraday has 
a very sharp eye, and the fact is he noticed a look on Miss 
Lampson's face yesterday, and the fact is that he knew 
what that look implied, and the fact is he decided that it 
would be bad for Lucy's nerves to continue to work in such 
an atmosphere of hostility ? Am I riglit ? ” 

. ” Well,” replied ,Bob, ” I suppose that is roughly the 
sequence of events.” 

” Yes." said Gallin savagely, ” I'm certain of it ; I’ve 
had my suspicions for some time — especially that Caligne 
woman. Let me tell you something, my dear Robert — she 
belongs to a well-known and commonplace type in this 
sort of business. They are highly competent and very 
hard working, but they go into business with one idea • to* 
compromise or marry, or both, the boss. I don't blame them 

they're dynamite-to a weak man. 
Miss Cahgne can sell corse/s— that's why I have kept her 

othp7^“ interest in this business or any 

hint til"! ^ '^^‘^nce to get her 

s;;5' ¥ = STt-h-S 

N wTai.eTwrcllSn'''""'" ' ^ -‘"'-alfe': 

my secretary for a 

“.ti. 1 “SerKi'SgH'"”" ' • "“ ii” 

S,.T; 

himself together " I mean likp .Ij ^‘^'^PP^ntly pulling 
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Bob liad been more or less flabbergasted by this fiery 

outburst. He hummed and hawed and gave the show 

awa\'. 

% 

“ Come on," said Gallin. " I must know ; it's my business 
and I have a right to know.” 

Bob, almost in spite of himself, told of the two incidents, 
after which Gallin seemed beside himself with fury. 

" I'm much obliged to you for telling me, my dear Bob. 
My God ! I'll let them have it — the blasted bitches! I'll 
fire them and I’ll fix them I They won't find it so easy to 
get another job — without a reference or a testimonial to 
their valuable services. I’ll fling them back in the gutter 


where they belong I ” ' 

" Look here,” said Bob. ” I’m sure that would upset 
Lucy. She’d hate to think of people getting the sack on her 
account. Once she’s gone, thing's wjll be all right. After 
ail I suppose both tfiese two arc useful to your business ; 

can’t vou keep them on ? " 

No,” exclaimed Gallin. ” I’ll put them through it ! 
Look at it this way : what about Lucy's successor ? They 
might trv the same games with her. Now, Bob, if I get 
rid of them, wouldn’t it be all right for Lucy to stay on till 

she gets married ? \\ hen will that be, by the way ? ^ 

It entirely depends on her hculth. If she doesn t get 
anotlur attack and goes on all right for aether thrre 
months. Faradav savs he will give her a clean bill of heal h 
and then I supiwse we shall get married irnmcdiately. 
Flease don't ask her to stay on. Stephen ; she s not fit 

vet. and I believe tiiat— in spite of all your 
got rather a horror of this office. Its perfectly natural. 
It is now associated in her mind with murderous hate. 
She'll stay on for a fortnight— three weeks, I dare say, if 
necessary, but after that I am going to get her out of 
London g.ve her a complete rest do«m at Crowto^, 
Gallin drummed his fingers on the desk and stared 


Of'comJ” he said. '■ I understand yon feel, and I 
hope vou understand how I feel, having been the unwdtm. 
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cause of subjecting Lucy to all this beastliness. I can 
assure you, if 1 had known a hundredth part of this. I'd 
. have flung those two out months ago." 

' " M\ dear fellow," said Bob, " you haven’t been in the 

f remotest degree responsible. So far as working with you 
has been concerned, Lucy has been v’ery happy indeed." 

" Well, Bob,” said Gallin, " so be it. She shall go after a 
\ fortnight — to my very great regret." 

'r.'r. “ See you again soon," said Bob, and went his way. 

1 ' As soon as he had gone Gallin forced a button down on 
• his private switchboard, took up the receiver, and said : 

" Send Miss Caligne and Miss Lampson here at once — 
What ? I don't care a damn whether she’s demonstrating I 
Ask Miss Bault to carry on, and send her here at once." 

A few moments later there was a knock on the door. 

" Q)me in," said Ballin in a tone which Miss Caligne 
recognised only too well. She entered with Miss Lampson. 

For a full quarter of a minute he glared fi.xcdly at them. 
The women felt the full menace of that unblinking stare. 
Miss Caligne rallied against it ; Miss Lampson wilted and 
broke. 

" So,” said Gallin venomously, " Ihai's been your little 
ganie ! " • 

“ What do you mean, Mr. Gallin ? ” said Miss Caligne 
returning his stare. ’ 

"I mean this; Miss Bault leaves here in a fortnight 
and you two leave on the same day — and without a refer- 
ence. Do you see any connection between those two 


None at all," replied Miss Caligne. 

Then I will ^mt it out. Firstly, you are a brace of 
perverts. Secondly you, Miss Caligne, cherished the 

fatuous hope that I d have you back as my secretary you 

an incompetent tart! Thirdly, Miss Bault has had two 
narrow escapes from death in this office. If I could have 

plSsure''''^'^ give me greater 
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“ ril go at once,” said Miss Caligne. ” I can only suppose 
you’re mad.” 

Gallin sprang to his feet and made as if to strike her. 
With an effort he controlled himself and sat down again. 

” You will stay till Saturday fortnight,” he said 
viciously. He pressed a button on his switchboard and 
picked up the receiver. 

“ Jenkins, how much commission is owing to Miss 
Caligne ? ” 

There was a moment’s pause. 





■' Thank you,” said Gallin, replacing the receiver. 

” You’re owed fifteen pounds ten shillings. If you go 
before I kick you out you won't get a farthing of it. Now 


“ Oh, Mr. Gallin ! ” cried Miss Lampson. 

” Get out ! ” shouted Gallin, his temper flaming up. 

When Miss Caligne and Miss Lampson were ten yards 
down the passage, the former took the latter by the 
shoulders and shook her till her arms ached, her nails 
driven deeply in. Miss Lampson started to cry out. Miss 
Caligne stopped that by a vicious blow on the mouth with 
her clenched fist. Then, her eyes blazing, she went back to 
her room. Miss Lampson staggered to the ladies’ toilet and 
flung herself down, sobbing hysterically. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

The next ten days were in a sense uneventful. Bob didn't 
consider tliem so, for during the cour^ of them he swept 
triumphantly over that Bechers Brook m his novel which 
his imagination had refused so many times, and safely 
negotiated the last of those Swilcaii Burns of construcBon, 

which seem so narrow, shallow and of 

but to the mature craftsman are the most insidious ot 

"’Lucy, perfectly herself again, was busier than ever 
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before in her life, for handing over a job to another, even if 
matrimony and not the sack is the cause, is an exasperating 
labour. However, her nerves were steady, her spirits 
high. 

Faraday spent much of the time renewing his acquaint- 
ance with those few friends of his he felt would really like 
to see him again. Also he enjoyed an excellent lunch with 
Mrs. Chalneys. 

The Season was over and, therefore, “ London was 
empty.” in other words rather fuller than usual, for packed 
trains were spewing a multitude upon its streets from every 
terminus. 

And then came July the twenty-ninth. 

On that day Lucy got up at eight to face a blazing 
morning — anotlier and more remorseless heat-wave. As she 
lay in her bath, she was thinking delicately but robustly of 
her lover. Darling old Bob ! She had tortured him in a way, 
but he'd been very sweet about it. and, as she would most 
certainly torture him again in the future, he'd better got 
used to it. And very soon she'd be married to him. 

Married m spite of mocking titters from around the 
British Museum, it was still a big word. She smiled to 
herself in a reflective anticipatory way, and glanced down 
at that Perfect Figure, soon to be in his arms— and happy 
ever after ? Well, why not ! It seemed to her that her whole 
body wp passionately demanding its destined due. Mean- 
while, she d got to do a hard day's Nvork and. amongst other 
jobs, demonstrate for the last time. An hour later she was 

taking down Gallm's letters. He hurried through them for 

T'” afternoon at the factory. She lunched 

on a sandwich in her room. 

second week in 

July but Galhn wanted to display once more his verv 
latest holiday models, including Ins masterpiece, a 

^rner feather-weight to be worn under a bathing-costume 
in whirh T iirv . .. _ cosiume. 


T- slightly r. 


she had to .nahe five changes and li' waVs'tirhy and^t^g 
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work. And after that she had to instruct her successor 
in her duties till after five. 

When she left the office she went to Mrs. Chalneys’s flat. 

“ Tlie very last demonstration I " she exclaimed as she 
flung herself down on the settee. 

" I expect you’re damned glad,” said Mrs. Chalneys. 

" Oh, I don't know. If you’re a stodgy thing of habit 
like me. any breaking of one brings the reminiscent tear tp- 
the eye. In a way I've been happy there, and got a cheap 
thrill out of having my carcass admired.” 

” There’s always sun-bathing,” replied Mrs. Chalneys. 
” And ver^’ soon someone besides yourself will have a 
cljance of realising its full perfection.” 

“ I say, Agatha, I don’t want to be rude, but aren't your 

cocktails losing their nerve a bit ? ” 

“ I hadn't noticed it. Lot me give you a spot more gm. 

'• Yes, that’s better. My girl friends, Caligne and Lamp- 

son, leave on Saturday too.” 

" How odd. Any^vay, wish them the worst of luck from 


» 9 

rnc. 

" Oh. I don’t know, poor creatures. As a matter of fact 
it isn't odd or a coincidence ; they're going because 1 m 

” ^ Gallin found out ? ” . , „ -..i 

” Yes They've been regarding me with all the genial 

.ind sisterly love displayed by a star when someone else 
nins away with the play.” 

“Well you've finished with them ; forget them. 

Lucy gave a little shiver. ' Don’t say that ; there are 
three more days.” 

“ What about it ? ” * • »» 

“ I’ll tell you. They’ve tried to slay me twice. 

" Tried to kill you ! ” . . . 

“ Yes ” and Lucy related the two cunous me dents. 

An enigmatic expression came over Mrs. Chalneys s 
Mr‘'de':^,"''she tid with a very uncharacteristic 
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earnestness, “ If I were you, I'd never enter that office 
again.” 

■' Oh, rot ! ” replied Lucy. ” I was only joking. Of 
course they can't do anything before lunch time on Satur- 
day. Besides, I've got to clear up.” 

” Take my advice and clear out. When a certain type of 
woman liates as they do, they're utterly reckless. Tliey 
forget everything but their desire for revenge. I Ix^long to 
that type. You don’t. Those who belong to that type have 
what us usually^xalled the Latin Temperament — a silly 
phrase, but you know what I mean. I sec you don’t. Well, 
keep your eyes wde open every second. Does Gallin 
know ? ” 

" Yes, Bob blurted it out.” 

” No wonder he's tired them. I thought he merely 
knew they loathed you. Why didn't he fling them out then 
and there ? ” 


” My dear, he had to till their places.” 

" Who’s getting yours ? ” 

” The factory manager's secretary, temporarily.” 

" And now for the trousseau, and the last few hectic 
virgin days. And then the summons of the organ and the 
soft surrender of the fortress.” 

Lucy detected the note of bitterness in her voice and felt 
a shade iJI-at-easc. 


^ Bob’s capitulation will take place in a registrar’s 

office.” she said awkwardly. “No prelude to disillusion- 
ment will be played for us.” 

Nonsense ! ” said Mrs. Chalneys almost angrily. “ No 
one could help being happy with Bob— or with wu.” slio 
added. Have you fixed the jocund day > ” 

fh " I don't get another of 

those hellish attacks. 

Of cour^, you won’t. Anyway, you’ve got Faraday.” 
confidence ui that man. I hate to think that soon he won’t 

7ys^.An.’’ - -y 


F 


130 


BELT OF SUSPICION 


'* I can understand it. That self-control — the gods’ 
greatest gift.” ' \ 

“ Which they dole out with a sting\’ fist.” said Lucy. 

" Bob's got it,” said Mrs. Chalneys. 

” Oh, yes — perliaps too much for a novelist.” 

” Nonsense ! I should think any artist would be the 
better for it.” 

” But is Bob an artist — or just quite a capable novelist ? " 
” Of course he’s an artist,” replied Mrs. Chalneys sharply. 
” jxThaps he is,” said Lucy. ” .Anyhow that isn't 

wliat I love him for. I must be off. my dear.” 

Dining with Bob ? ” 

” Yes. We might all luiicli together to-morrow. I’ll 
ring you about eleven. Fare-thee-well ! ” 

It was half-past si.x when she reached her flat. Bob was 
not fetching her till a quarter to nine, so slie took off her 
frock and lay down. She dozed off and presently woke 
with a start. She was shivering slightly and she knew she 
was going to lx‘ sick. With a rush came riie terrifying, 
ghastly certainty that the beast within her had struck 

again. She rang frantically for Cora. 

“ Cora.” slie said as calmly as she could. ” I m afraid I m 
going to be ill again. Get Mr. Carshall on the phone. ^ • 

Bob had been working hard all day. and at eight o clock 
was just about to dress when his telephone Ixli rang. He 


took off the receiver. i 

" Hallo, darling,” he said. And then his face chane.td 

and his hand shook. . u./n 

■■ Don’t worrv. darling. I know wl.cre Anthony is He 11 

be with you in no time, .^ftcr I \-e rung Inm, I II come 

S'boen rather tempted to accept a M 
inWtation to spend the night at Ins house near Basing- 
stoke He liad Ix’en in most of the hottest sjxits 
!,obe but he found the fartid. petrol-reek.ng, 

breatiied air of London during => f .^iind to 

shade heat-wave almost ^during the next 

one against Lucy having another attack during 
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twenty-four hours- But the self-discipline of a life-time 
quietly overcame that small temptation, and to his djnng 
day he had the liveliest cause to be grateful for it. The 
system worked perfectly. He was at his club when I-ucy 
rang Bob, and Bob knew it. He stopped for a moment at 
his flat to pick up a bag and was at Lucy’s bedside within 
half an hour. Bob was sitting by her and Faraday whis- 
pered to him to wait in the sitting-room. 

Lucy was conscious but in growing mental and physical 
distress. She was nauseated, sweating and in great pain. 
Faraday was as perplexed as alarmed by her condition. 
After taking her temperature he was on his way to the 
bathroom to rinse the thermometer, when he knocked • 
against a chair on which Lucy had thrown her under- 
clothing and corset. The latter fell to the floor. He picked 
it up and suddenly stiffened. He put it to his face as if 
examining it closely. Then a look of comprehension and 
decision came over his face. He turned abruptly to Cora. 

“ Luke-warm bath at once,” he said peremptorily. 

Cora hurried off and returned in a few moments. 

" It’s ready, sir." 

Faraday picked up Lucy and carried her to the bath- 
room, where he gave Cora certain instructions. Then he 
carried Lucy back to bed. He took a hypodermic from his 
bag, together with a phial. 

A little later he went to the sitting-room, which Bob was 
pacing, his terror in his eyes. 

How is she ? ” he asked, trying to control his voice. 

" It’s a sharp attack, and she will be worse before she’s 
better. But I believe I was in time to save her.” 

" But what is it ? What is it ? " cried Bob. 

" Don't ask me now. I have a theory wliich may or 
may not be the right one. Don’t ask me now. Be patient. 
\Vhen will that nurse be here ? " 

" Any moment now. I’ll be patient, but I’m nearly off 
niy head ! " ^ 

" I know,” said Faraday gently, " but if all goes well, I 
may have some very good news for you." 
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At that moment the bell rang. It was Miss Patten. 
Faraday introduced himself. 

Now, Bob,” lie said, ” go and get sometliing to eat and 
several stiff drinks. Come back when you’ve had them. 
I want a word with nurse.” Bob reluctantly obeyed. 

^^'hcn he had gone. Faraday said : ” Sit down, nurse, 
I have something very serious to say to you. I can, of 
course, absolutely rely on your discretion.” 

\cs, sir. 

And then Faraday talked very seriously to her for a 
quarter of an hour. He noticed she did not appear greatly 
surprised at what he said. 

” You susf>cctcd it ? ” he asked. 

'' In a way I did, sir." 

Faraday took a note-book and pen from his pocket and 
wrote for some moments. 

” Here are your instructions,” he said. ” I shall be 
back within an hour.” 

He took a ta.vi to his fiat, got some sandwiches from Mrs. 
Bounser and rang up a Harley Street number. He had a 
long colloquy with the owner of that number, occasionally 
making notes on a pad. He appeared satisfied when he 
replaced the receiver. He then hurried back to Basil Street. 

He had been right wiien he said Lucy would be worse 
before she was better. AH through that night he fought for 
her life. and. what he had not told Bob. that fight took some 
winning. Had he arrived an hour later, that fight would 
probably hav'e been lost. As it was, the succour he lent her 
to reinforce the fearful struggle of her body to conquer that 
which brutally assailed it just saved her. Nur^c fatten 
fought out the* issue devotedly with him. \\ hen he sounded 
Lucy’s heart at eight the nc.xt morning, he believed the 
crisis was past. So he told Bob, who had spent the night 
in the sitting-room, and looked almost as ill as his patient* 

At nine-thirty Faraday was passing through the swing- 
doors of Glovfit’s. He informed tlic janitress. who, in spite 
of the temixrature and the early liour, looked more like 
Mussolini in skirts than usual, that he wished to see Mr. 
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Gallin. He was haughtily instructed that Mr. Gallin ne\’er 
arrived before ten o’clock. Then he would wait in Miss 
Bault’s office. Miss Torborn, for whom a sly Rolls Royce 
called every evening — she was a Baroness in her own wrong 
— recognised authority when she saw it, and showed him 
in. Directly the door was closed he softly opened the door 
into Lucy’s dressing-room, glanced round and picked up 
something from the tabic and came quietly back. He 
tapped the little tin he had retrieved, and placed some of its 
contents on his tongue. Then he spat into his handkerchief 
and slipped the tin into his pocket. A quarter of an hour 
later Gallin came in. 

“ Hallo, Doctor Faraday ! " he began, and then he looked 
anxious. 

“ Nothing wrong with Lucy, I trust ? ” 

“ I’m sorry to say there is ; she is very ill indeed.” “ 

“ Good God ! Come into my office. What, the same sort 
of attack ? ” 


” I imagine so ; it is the first I have seen.” 

But what can be the cause ? Can’t you discover. 
Doctor Faraday ? " 

Faraday hesitated. Should he tell Gallin of his sus- 
picions? Well, they were a good deal more than that. What 

good would it do ? Yet. perhaps, he oughtto know. . . . 

As you know,” Gallin continued, ” I am her only 
Imng relative and feel terribly responsible.” 

X* _..l *1^ X.. very still. He stared out of the window 
for a while. Presently he said, ” I have not discovered the 
cause, but it appears to be some form of poisoning.” 
Poisoning ! ” o 

in ^ presume. But as I say. I am still 

somethln'^^ suddenness and violence, is 

nnU, u ^ encountered. In fact. I have 

only known three cases at all comparable with it. And vet 

" TOy^is ^ hL^? ^ ^ compared with it at all.” 
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“ But surely you're not suggesting . . 

“ I certainly am not," interrupted Faraday. " I stated 
that in this respect Lucy's attacks are entirely different.” 

" And yet the symptoms are identical ? ” 

" At any rate very similar.” 

" Wliat was the prison used in those cases ? ” 

Faraday was silent for a moment. " Strychnine,” he said 
presently. 

“Strychnine!” exclaimed Gallin, his intense astonish- 
ment plain to see. “ You mean to say Lucy has the 
symptoms of strychnine poisoning ? ” 

“ Yes. But, of course, that is merely a coincidence— 
though a very curious one. And now I must get back to 
her at once.” 

“ You can be certain,” he added, “ that I shall not rest 
till I have discovered the cause of these attacks. I may be 
baffled now, but I shall not always be.” 

" I hope with all my heart you won’t,” said Gallin 
emphatically. “ Give her all my sympathy. Let me 
know as soon as she is well enough to see me.” 

“ Most certainly, but it will not be yet awhile.” 

After his departure Gallin leaned back in his chair and 
stared at the wall before him. His expression was that of 
one greatly puzzled and somewhat troubled. Presently he 
got up and went into Lucy’s room. 

Faraday found Lucy slightly better, but still very ill. The 
strain on her heart was severe, but it was holding out well. 
She was fully conscious, though utterly exhausted. There 
was still that look of terror and misery on her face. 

” My dear,” said Faraday. “ be reassured. You’re going 
to get well, and you’ll never be ill like this again.” 

“ But how do you know ? ” she asked faintly. 
can you say that ? You don t really mean it, do you 

“ I swciir it. Don't ask me more now. But your per- 
manent cure is absolutely certain. 

Some of the fear and wretchedness faded from her eyes, 
and she closed them and slept. 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

In tlie afternoon Faraday went out walking througli the 
parks, down the Strand and up the hill to St. Paul’s. His 
mind was busy on the way. Someone had been making 
ingenious and original attempts on Lucy's life — someone in 
Glovfit’s. Until that morning he had been certain that it 
was Miss Caligne and her parasite, now he was not quite 
so sure. Why had he made that ridiculous reference to 
strychnine ? He had done so simply on the spur of the 
moment because he had suddenly realised that Gallin was 
Lucy's next of kin, and certain possibilities that fact en- 
tailed. Certainly that mention of strychnine had taken 
Gallin starkly aback, but that might be lx?cause he knew 
the symptoms of strychnine poisoning sufficiently well 
profoundly to doi;.bt that Lucy had exhibited them. As 
Lucy s only surviving relative he was her heir, if she had 
not made a will, which was highly probable. Certainly he 
was a very rich man. but it was just possible that he was 
jmsatiably avaricious, though subtly disguising the fact. 
J3ut was It certain, Faraday asked himself, that Gallin was 
a very wealthy man. The information had come to him 
merely by hearsay, which it had never occurred to him to 
question. But the time to question it had come. Lucy was 
^mparatively a very rich woman. She had her own and 
er brother s money. Suddenly Faraday halted abruptly 
m the middle of the Mall. Her brother ! Whatdid^he 
remember a^ut him ? He had been a heavy drinker who 
had died suddenly, so far as he remembered and Lucy’s 

mulrbe inv thereby. That sudden deatl. 

euUt of It was. of course, all odds on tL 

guilt ol the woman and vet — Gallin HiHr*'*- n 

acqu.s.t.ve face. Apparently\e"h “d" with gre^t'^i^Lp^;^ 
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and had few, if »any, 'interests outside his business, which 
was more than flourishing. He had opportunity certainly 
and the means of securing the poison, but apparently he 
had no motive whatsoever, except for the highly speculative 
possibility of securing a sum of money of which he was ap- 
parently in no need. Yet again, the mode of attack on Lucy 
had been subtle and recondite. Could Miss Caligne have 
suflicient scientific knowledge to employ it ? That question 
asked another ; how much such knowledge had she had the 
chance of acquiring ? If he knew anything about character- 
istic facial e.xpressions she was a woman of great strength of 
will, complete egoism, and a certain compressed, if limited, 
intelligence. That is to say if she knew what she wanted 
she'd find the way to get it if it was in any way within her 
capacity to secure. She would have no capacity or desire 
for acquiring knowledge for its own sake, but she d be a 
" quick-study ” if she knew exactly what she wanted to 
learn, and that knowledge was within her range an<i power 
of obtaining. Yes, she could have worked out that ingeni- 
ously diabolical plot, and she had the bitter remorseless 
hate to carry it through. The idea of Gallin’s gudt Ix'gan to 
fade from his mind. It was a sound scientific law always to 
accept the solution which offered the fewest difficulties 
and with the greatest economy of doubt fitted itself to the m 

problem to be solved. , 

By then he was just opposite Charing Cross Station, 

and suddenly something plumped down before his feel— 
a wallet, apparently well-stocked, faraday suppre^^sed a 
smile as he stooped to pick it up. As lie had expected, * 
young man of charming and ingenious aspect was walking 
ihist ahead of him. There was something vaguely antici- 
patory about that young man’s quick glance J 

Llay lightly tapped his shoulder. When he 
in Faraday’s hand his own went to Ins breast P°^‘' 
once his open countenance registered intense relief and 

Ihhik you’ve just dropped this ’’ said Payday. 

My dear sir.” said the other w.th deep feehng, 1 
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most frightfully grateful to you. It isn’t every one who'd 
have been so honest, and I may tell you there’s two 
thousand pounds in this wallet.” 

” Well^ weD,”- replied Faraday, ” I'm so glad to have 
been of such service to you. But isn't it rather risky to 
carry so much money about with you ? There are some 
pretty tough characters about this part of the world I 
understand.” 

The young man who had made a profound study of 
tones of voice, recognised a tinge of irony in Faraday's. He 
grinned with genial impudence, shook Faraday warmly by 
the hand, and rapidly disappeared in the throng. Detective 
Skinner removed his gaze from a jeweller's widow, shot a 
sharp glance at Faraday and retired oathfully down 
Villiers Street. 

Faraday reached his objective and took a taxi back to 
Lucy’s flat where Bob was awaiting him. 

After examining her, Faraday considered Lucy out of 
danger. The most dangerous symptoms had almost dis- 
appeared and she was able to retain the very lightest food. 
The expression of acute terror liad left her face. He told 
Bob he could sec her for a few minutes, and took the nurse 
with him into the sitting-room. 

” Has your patient talked at all,” he asked. 

" A little, sir.” 


I' Docs she suspect anything ? ” 

" ^ think, sir, but too weak to worry much.” 

If she questions you — and she almost certainly will 

]ust say you understand she has some obscure germ aeainst 

mg. Toll her that I am satisBed she'll never have another 
attack, and by the way. you must keep in touch with me 
and be absolutely discreet-not a word to any one " 

Very good, sir.” 

And now fetch Mr. Carshall out. I’Jl be here aeain 

between ten and eleven to-morrow morning. You'll be able 
to get a proper sleep to-night.” ^ ^ 
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My God." said Bob, when he reappeared, " how ghastly 
she looks.” 

" Von ought to have seen her at five o’clock this morning. 
Never mind lier looks, she’s making marvellous progress." 
■' Tlianks to you.’’ 

" Well, it’s my job. Let's go and dine ; I want to talk to 
you. I suggest Brook’s — it's quiet.” 

They took a taxi to St. James's Street and secured a 
corner table. 

" Now Bob,” said Faraday as they were sipping some 
excellent sherry, " I'm going to take you into my con- 
fidence up to a point, but for certain reasons, which I think 
arc good ones, only up to a point. The fact is Lucy’s attacks 
have been due to poison.” 

Bob stared at him. 

" Do you know, Anthony,” he said, " I believe all the 

time I vaguely suspected it ! ” 

” Well, three separate attacks have been made on her 
life. The poison u.sed was arsenic.” 

” By those cursed devils at Glovfit’s ? ” 

" Very probably. Of course that means she will never 
be in danger again, and her recovery, though it may be 

slow, will be certain.” 

" You're absolutely sure ? ” 

" I think I can say so.” 

'■ How was the poison administered ? ” 

” How can I say ! Now I am going to ask you a few 
questions which may surprise you. They concern her 

brother.” . 

“ What on earth has he got to do with it :* 

” Probably nothing, but tell me about him.’ 

” Well, to put it bluntly there’s drink in the family, ana 

that’s an inherited disease isn t it ? 

” Most certainly, and a very virulent one. 

■ It was so in this case, and apparently like f 

it was only inherited by the melancholy males. Bau‘'| 

his fatlier. a brilliant money-maker and 

it at sixty. Arthur was a sip of the old bottle. In a wa> lie 
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was a charming and rather intelligent youth, but on first 
hearing the piopping of corks at Cambridge he started to 
surrender to the urgings of heredity. He was sent down 
for various bibulous ingenuities ; then he was ploughed for 
the Air Force which he was crazy to join ; and that finished 
him.*’ 

“ Had he got a definite thirst or was it just disappoint- 
ment ? ” 

“ As I say I think he had a strong tendency, but would 
have pulled himself together.” 

” Then he was a curable case ; there are discreet nursing- 
homes for such.” 

” Of course, but do you think we could have got him 
into one I The very suggestion made him shout with 
laughter. He had a strong will — also inlicrited.” 

” Then nothing whatever was done ? ” 

“ Yes, something was attempted, something you may 
think rather odd.” 

” What was it ?■” 

” Well, old Reynolds, his doctor, prescribed some dope, 
and got a girl he was keen on to put it in his drink.” 

It certainly does sound a bit unorthodox, but it may 
have been the only hope. How was it worked exactly ? ” 
It was done through Gallin. The doctor gave him the 
stuff and he gave it to the girl. She used to seize her 
opportunity to smuggle it into his glass.” 

” I see,” said Faraday. ” and what was the result ? ” 

” He seemed rather better for a time, and then conked 
out in his sleep one night.” 

Plac^*” Reynolds of Devonshire 

■■ Yes." 


Well, was he surprised at his sudden death ? " 

“nse yes, just a little. He knew Arthur had an 

h you oall it, but he didn't 

realise he was m such immediate danger.” 

“ giving a death certi- 


140 


BELT OF SUSPICION 


“ Oil. no. at least I don’t think so." 

" You say a girl used to administer this dope. What sort 
of girl ? 

" Oh. a dance-hostess at one time I think, I don’t know 
what she does now, but I bclic\'e she lives with a man with 
some monev-" 

“ It does seem rather a dubious arrangement to get a 
young woman of tha-t type to administer a drug in a public 
place to a wealthy young man with a weak heart." 

“ I agree — I never liked it, but it seemed the only way 
and better than nothing." 

“ Did Reynolds suggest it ? " 

" I suppose so.” 

“ You see what I mean. There’s no proof that the stuff 
Reynolds prescribed was the same stuff the girl gave young 
Bault." 

Bob stared at him. 

“ I certainly see what you mean," he replied slowly, " but 
I don't think she was the sort of girl to do anything like 
that." 

“ Did he leave her any money ? " 

" He didn’t make a will ; all his money went to Lucy. 
"Poor dear," said Faraday, "I expect she’s felt like 

making her will lately." 

" Well, she hasn’t, she thinks it’s unlucky.’ 

" Can I get hold of this girl ? " asked Faraday. Don t 

ask me why I want to see her." i i 

" All right, but it beats me. I expect Gallm knows her 


" Oh, we won’t bother him. W^herc did she used to take 

Arthur ? ” . . -r; T>;«ir 

" To a night club with a typical name. The 1 inK 


Nightie.’ " 

" They’ll probably know her address there. 


Wliere is the 


\\vil look .t up in the telephone book/’. He l^ckcuted 

to a waiter who returned with Iwok c . j 

" Yes, here it is." said Bob, •" ‘ The Pmk Nightie Social 


Club, i8 Hallow Court,' that's just off Shaftesbury Avenue, 
I think." 

" What’s the girl’s name ? ” 

" Pegg>' something." 

" I imagine that’s a fairly common name in such circles.” 
lauglied Faraday. 

" I suppose so. But she and Arthur were a well-known 
couple — they’ll know who we mean.” 

" Do you think she fleeced him ? " 

" As a matter of fact I don't. I believe she was quite 
fond of him, and protected him from the toughs, male, and 
especially female. But really. Anthony, I know very little 
about the W’hole business. You must judge for yourself 
when you meet her. Though why the deuce you want to 
meet her. . . ." 

" Be satisfied that it may have to do with Lucy, I just 
want to satisfy myself about something. What time do 
these places get going ? ” 

" I believe they’re open for dinner, but begin to get reallv 
full about ten." 


" It’s that now, let's get along." 

When they reached the " Pink Nightie " their entry was 
strongly challenged by Snoot. 

" If you ain’t members you can’t come in— 'op it ! " 

" No impertinence from you, my man," said Bob sternly, 

though he was much amused at the apparition. ” Fetch the 
manager." 


Pre^ntly Oily approached. " Sorry, gents, can’t be 
done, he said regretfully, for he detected affluence. 

I^ok here, sir " said Bob forcibly, " we have not come 

Arthur Bault and this gentleman wishes to speak to her. It’s 
a matter of great importance." 

Well, that’s different.” said Oily. ” I’ll sign you in 
I suppose you mean Peggj^ Camden ? " ® ^ 

Th*' f'^pl'ed as they entered the premises. 

Then you re in luck for she’s ordered a table and will 
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be Ikto any time now. Come to the ballroom. Your 
names ? 

" Dr, Faraday and Mr. Carshall." 

Tlicre was something a bit formidable about these gents, 
thought Oily — mjght be high-class dicks, but he didn't think 
so. He sliowcd them to a tabic and took their order. The 
room was fairly full and the band was at work. 

"Ladies and gentlemen," announced Freddie, "our 
next number will be entitled ‘ Mountaineers Have Shaggy 
Locks.’ " 


" Well, don't mess ’em about ! " ordered a v'oicc. 

" The Girl with the Dreamy Eyes," began bleating 
forth. 

The place mildly entertained Faraday. He couldn't 
imagine himself spending many hours in it — he disliked 
paying thirty-five shillings for a bottle of the most lament- 
able champagne for one thing. He couldn’t imagine any 
one tolerating such " dumps ’’ as he believed they were 
called, if that one were stone-cold sober. But if one were in 
the early stages of intoxication and bored, disillusioned 
or at odds with the world, one might find them an anod>nie. 
Probably those who raii such places were mildly amusing 
scoundn Is. Ihit how could anyone endure that band, night 
after night ! Anyway, the atmospiierc of this particular 
one seemed almost boringly resix^ctable ; very different 
from tln ir prototypes on the Continent and in the Americas, 
North and South. He sai<l so much to Bob. 

"This isn’t altogether typical," the latter replied. 
" There are plenty of tough jeunts even m London, the 
proprietors of which make say four or five hundred profit : 
and then go quite placidly to quod for some months before 
coming out and repeating the process. But I bet you 1 at 
they have a rough liouse here fairly often, and that 

manager looks every inch a crook to me. ,, ^nnenred 

Presently the person so accurately described appeared 

with P<‘ggV, whom he led up to their table. ' 

■■ This is M..S Camden," he said with what he thought 


BELT OF SUSPICION I43 


was a pleasant smile. “ These gentlemen would like a 
word with you, Peggy.” 

Peggy gave the gentlemen a swift ” once-over.” Slie 
looked slightly apprehensive ; strange men sometimes 
meant trouble. Bob and Faraday introduced themselv’es 
and she sat do\\Ti with' them : Faraday regarded her ^'ith 
interest. In spite of his mistrust of feminine facial evidence, 
he took an immediate liking to her. 

” Miss Camden,” he said, “ please don’t be worried ; it's 
just that I want to ask yon a few questions about Arthur 
Bault.” He flicked his fingers to the waiter and ordered 
another bottle of the dubious drench. This remark did not 
seem to have diminished Peggy’s apprehension. 

” Well, shoot,” she said pugnaciously. 

” I understand you were asked by Mr. Gallin to put 
something in Mr. Bault's drink.” 

” I only did it because I was told it would help him out.” 

” I’m quite certain of that, and did it help him ? ” 

“ I’m not the doctor. I don’t know whether it did him 
any good. All I know is it made him so sleepy it made him 
drink less. As soon as he’d had it he began blinking and 
very soon passed out. If that was what it was for, it 
worked.” 


” And you have no idea what was in it ? ” 

” Of course not. Gallm used to give it to me and I gave it 

to him, that’s all I know about it. But look here, I’ve got 

some of it at home. \ou’d better come and have a decco 
At it. 

Faraday showed his satisfaction and surprise 
' How did that happen ? ” 

u of the little 

bottles and a lot got spilled. Of course I had to get another 

ration, but I had a hunch right then and there on the spur 

oioment and I decided to keep what was left. ^ If 

there s going to be trouble I'm dam glad I did.” 

Oh, don t talk about trouble ” 

” Then uhy this Tliird Degree ? ' 
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“ Never mind for the moment. Whatever it is it won’t 
invol\-e you in anything unpleasant.” 

At tliat moment George appeared with the bottle and 
served tliem. 

■' Tell me about places such as this,” said Faraday, " I 
know nothing about them.” 

“Then you know everything,” said Peggy dryly, "tor 
there's nothing to know.” 

■■ What is the attraction ? I doubt if it’s the music.” 

" This band’s lousy, but a good band will fill a club— for 


a time anyway. 

" Is it — well, the ladies ? ” 

■■ If the man's tight enough to be a mug enough. Now 
look here, it’s simply this. A certain number of people are 
so bored they arc more or less ' crackers,’ half-witted and 
they’re all messed up and nowhere to go. There arc some 
quite sane people, of course, who just come in for a drink and 
a dance and then beat it. Now take me. There used to be 
a line, ' I’m ’ere, because I’m ’ere, because I'm 'ere, because 
I’m 'ere ' — that’s me and lots of others. I’ll tell you the 

truth. I’ve got something on my mind. I’m fond of^^meone 

and I can’t tell you more.” She drained her gla^. He has 
to be out a lot at night and often goes away. I can t sit in 
the flat, so I come here, and when I've had a few drinks 1 m 

U-rp^fectly clear.” said 

myself.” Peggy regarded him sardonically. lou Dci 

your life it’s the same.” she thought. • - ..nH 

Faraday realised he was in the presence of 
attractive citaracter. Site l.atl probably “”^1 • 

descended tbe scale socially and ascended ‘‘ "P "‘“f 

tbc sense that she was now '"'*‘!■'-’^^°V’TTcv shared the 

parctl her wrth ^d.ffe?cnt it 

same disillusionment but— and on, wiiaL :„rnme 

made !-Mrs. Chalneys had a grcend.ght ^ 

a.td this otre had bnt few and t°eme y 

easy to fall in love with her if one had forgotten the wry 
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meaning of fhe word " snobbery," — but it was tune tp be 
off. 

Much to Oily’s satisfaction they paid their exorbitant bill 
without demur, and Bob gave Snoot a ten-shilling note, 
which caused that gentleman to wish him the very best 
luck for the future which, so Snoot maintained, he would 
certainly enjoy if he backed Tarantula the next day for the 
three-thirty race at Nbrtholt. 

They took a taxi to Rupert Street, stopping on the way 
at a chemist, where Faraday bought a small medicine bottle. 

Mr. Harter was reading a paper almost entirely devoted 
to dog-racing, in the sitting-room. There was surprise and 
something more in his expression as he rose to greet the 
mtniders. His gaze’ was all for Faraday. 

" Don't be alarmed," said the latter laughing. " My visit 
has "^hing to do with our brief encounter in the Strand." 
.. ® ’ said Peggy sharply. 

^ Oh, never mind,” said Mr. Harter rather irritably. 

1 just made a mug of myself for the 'umteenth time " 
Do you mean to say,” asked Peggy, ” you tried it on 

mL®™ '“’ne your 

right shin. Its backbone against Farada/s 

and ^’'ewtain'^expr^sio^orth ^^id Peggy. 

for the time being and fof^e “““ “ ' ’ 

‘hat person ,vith ^ghtly ne.!loSs «aid 
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“ Our coming.” said Faraday. ” concerns the death of 
Artluir Bault : it mav bo entirely a fool's errand. In any 
case, as 1 liave told Miss Camden, she has not the slightest 
reason to feel alarm or reproach.” 

Mr. Harter appc-arcd unconvinced. 

” I know Peggy better than you do — she wouldn’t have 
given liim any pass-out powders. But she'd no business 
doping any one — lousy, always said so. Anyway, what's 

the business — something hot ? 

“Mr. Harter.” said Faraday, “your wife acted with 
great kindliness. Now, Bob, if I say that sort of thing, I 
mean it. don't I 

” I should certainly say so, Anthony.” 

Mr. Harter’s face cleared. ” Excuse me.” he said. ” but 
our unrivalled police have a habit of extorting confessions 
by a parade of that kindliness ; but they happen to be 
unmitigated swine. I can see you're not. Go ahead.” 

•' Then.” said Faradav. ” you can trust me. and I want 
vou to >how tliat trust by asking no questions at this 
moment. But take it from me no possible harm of any sort 
can come to eitlier of you. 

“ O.K..” said Mr. Harter. 

” Well. Miss Camden tolls me she has kept 
the medicine she used to administer to young Bault. bhe 

was \erv wise to do so. , 

I'll go and get it.” said Pegg>-. She left the room, ancl 

canu' back in a moment with the little phial. 
poiiivcl half its contents into his little medicine bottle, and 

relurned the phial to Pegg\ . . , . . x 

-Take care of this.” he said. It_may be of some 

importance, and it may be of none at all.' 

■■ And you swear that if anything's phoney, you won t 

*herl you wouldn’t mind answeriiiK a coujile of 
miestrons or « in a court if I told yon it was the right thing 
to do ; and if not the slightest reflection was made on your 

“"Tet me say ’ Look here,’ " answered Peggy. ” I'M do 
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anything you told me, guy, because I don't believe you 
could tell a lie if you Imew how. Also I can see you don’t 
care for women, and therefore you treat them decently.” 

Faraday burst out laughing. ” Well, that's an odd 
compliment,” he said. ” What docs Mr. Harter think of 
it?" 

” I’ve got something else to think about,” said that 
gentleman. " You know, Mr. Faraday — dropping wallets.” 

Peggy got up and flung her arms around his neck. 

" Darling, you can’t help it, and you do it marvellously. 
Anyhow I love you, so hell to the cock-eyed world 1 ” 

“ A pleasant little domestic scene,” said Bob, as he and 
Faraday reached the outer air. ” Is he a conhdence trick- 
ster ? ’’ 

" Certainly,” replied Farad.ay. 

” And he tried it on you ? ” 

" This afternoon.” 

" He can't be a very astute member of his craft.” 

‘ Oh, I don’t know. I probably have a rather professor- 
ial look about me and, next to a certain type of American 
and Dominion business man, dons and parsons are the 
favourite mark for all brands of highbrow crooks.” 

I like that girl,” said Bob. “ A robust spirit and what 
an eye to match ! ” 

” I imagine you need one if youVe the wife of a profes- 
sional dropper of wallets. For her sake 1 hope lie beats all 
his raps, as the Americans say. Good-night — I’ll meet 
you at Lucy’s at about ten.” 

Back in his flat Faraday spent some time in his labora- 
tory, analysing the contents of the little medicine bottle. 


Well, and what the Hades d’you make of that ? ” said 

“ Carshall’s engaged to Lucy Bault.” 

” And the other one ? ” 

" Dunno. Her doctor, I suppose.” 

But whafs-the idea ? What do they want witli that 
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ruddy bottle ? What about that answering questions in 
court stuff ? ” Harter's tone was nervously irritable. 

“ Just trouble.” said Peggy tersely. 

“ What sort of trouble ? ” 

*' I can’t make it.” 

” Hell to it ! ” exclaimed Harter. ” I alwa 3 's said that 
doping. stunt was dynamite. D'you suppose its that rat, 

Wilkins ? ” 

'■ I don't. I'or the only thing he’d got on me was the 
fact that 1 used the stuff. That doc. said I wasn’t in any 


jam about that.” 

Harter paced up and down the rooni. Ins head almost 

obscured by cigarette smoke. 

“ I’ll tell you what I tiunk’s the racket ; I believe Uiat 
doiJC was crooked. Otherwise why did he want to take some 
of it away ? I believe tliat soak was bumped olf. 

” How could they have found that out ? 

" Wliat sort of bloke's that Gallin ? ’* 

” Ordinary kind of business boss. W hy i 
” I was just thinking he gave it to you. 

■' And the doc. gave it to him.” 


'■ How d’you know ? 
“ How do I know ? ” 


replied Peggy uncertainly. 


” 'n^TsVuddy well it : you don’t. I'm telling you I ve 
got a feeling there's plenty trouble. And you vc got to 'eci 

outofit. I ” 

•• I said I'd say my piece in the lx)x. 

“ And I say you'll be an ace-mutt if you do. I can 
imagine tho^e ' one or two questions ’ he talked alrout. One 
hundred, n^ore .iUe.>^a„d - 
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little tilings like that. We'd get some fine publicity between 
us, and we don't want it." 

“ You’ve said it I " exclaimed Peggy, unpleasantly 
impressed by this recital. " But that doc. said there'd be 
none of that stuff, no reflections on my character, as he 
prettily put it." 

" Then he's either a liar or a dummy. If it’s real trouble, 
you'll be sweating like a stoker when you leave the st^nd 1 ” 

" They won't make nje sweat I " replied Peggy scorn- 
fully. 

" Oh, won’t they ! And so will the press hounds — 
they'll be scrapping on the doorstep. And they’ll be after 
me and I’ll be sweated too. Now come on. I believe I'll 
shakc-do\vn my daddy within a week. Then lets beat it for 

the sticks and the long grass ; France, God's Own or some 
place." 

" And let that doc. down ? ’’ 

" Hell, yes t Which would you rather— let him down, or 
me ? ' 


" You know the answer to that one ! ’’ 

It s one or the other. The law's never done us any 

should we hand it to them ? To put it in plain 

afford ® of crooks, and we ^n't 

afford luxuries. Give me a drink/* 

poured out a couple. 

" w/f continued Harter vehemently 

^ know it. Besides, by the time you^ 
been called a har, a crook and a poll a' few times vnnr 
evidence wouldn’t be worth a dead ^g’s guts IHhat do^ 

objected S “ summons-, whafs-name." 

have^i^pld frltre aJStm t‘f ‘‘ ' 

with the porter." gotten to leave our address 

a grilling, andfran^uf youfflu^dh,.'- 
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" You swear that’s settled ? ” 

Sure ! ” 

" Then let's go to bed ! " 

" What about daddy ? ” 

" He went to roost pickled after dinner. But I shall be 
at his bed-side bright and early, with his bromo-seltzer, 
his belly-powder and his treble-strength bomb-you-up. 
After that we’ll have breakfast off a flock of White Horses 
and a few buckets of iced-water.” 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


.The next morning Faraday rang up Doctor Reynolds 
and made an appointment for three o'clock that afternoon. ^ 
He spent two hours of that morning giving Lucy a thorough 
examination, the result of which were highly satisfactory. 

Reynolds, he- knew by repute, was a peppt-ry old jxts^i. 
and the interview, he realised, would be a delicate one. He 
realised it all the more when he was shown into the old 
man’s consulting-room : for he found himself confronting 
a hirsute and grizzled fellow with a searching and impatient 


I've come,” said Faraday ingratiatingly, "on a con- 
fidential mission-one you may consider a breach ot 
etiquette— but I think I can convince you that 1 am acting 

*^'^Doc^tor Reynolds uttered some vague, non-committal 

concerns.” Faraday continued, "the death of 

^''rh^o^her looked at him sharply and with some suspicion. 

• " Well ? ” he said. , . . 

I understand you gave Mr. Gallm a prcscnpt.on which 

''“•■Tot“at aT Tgave Mm the stufl ready made up They 
aske^me to do inrething-though I regarded .t as a 
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hopeless case. It was just a sedative and with a certain 
added specific. I'll show it you." 

He pulled out a ledger from a shelf, opened it, and handed 
it to Faraday. 

" Yes," said the latter with a grim smile. " I see it 
contains no dial." 

TJie old man glared at him. " Dial I " he exclaimed 

loudly. " What the devil are you talking about ? " 

“ Simply this. By an accident the girl concerned in the 

administration of the stuff to Bault kept some of it. I have 

analysed it, and it was a strong solution of dial." 

Doctor Reynolds showed his bewilderment. 

“ But damn it," he exclaimed, " what's the mcaninc of 
this ? Dial ! " ^ 

" I take it that drug would have hastened his end > " 
Sheer poison to him ! " 

' Then that's the meaning of it.” 

A look of growing comprehension came over the other’s 

" I see." he said slowly. " ^ut I can't get her motive 
Surely it was to her interest to keep him alive ? " 

Most certainly. And therefore— apart from other 
tmbn." kiiew nothing about this substi- 

Doctor Reynolds regarded him for a long ten seconds 
Now IS that possible ? " he said. ® 

You can see so for yourself. 

^ But what was his motive ’ 

and "ext of kin, 

eyebrows-a character- 
saidA^d pretty bad, too, I understand," he 

Veil, the police would naturaUy suspect the girl. I„ 
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tht vase of Miss Bault others might have been responsible. 
Again, he is very rich, apparently — I stress that word — in no 
need of money. On the evidence I’ve collected it would be 
a terribly hard fight to get a con\’iction.'' 

“ How was Miss Bault attacked ? ” 

Faraday told him. 

“ Damned ingenious ! ” exclaimed the old man. “ Never 
heard of it before ! ” 

“ There have been a few cases, but none to my knowledge 


criminal.” 

" He's an innovator 1 ” 

“ Yet,” said Faraday, ” it's just conceivable he’s innocent. 
The girl struck me as perfectly straight, but she may be a 
clever little actress. Again, Lucy had enemies in the office 
who had opportunity. I am going to put him to the test 
once more, completely to satisfy myself. 

* ” And if you’re satisfied ? ” 

“ I shall see that he’s punished.” 

“ But I thought you doubted the force of your evi- 
dence ? ” said the old man, puzzled. 

“ In any case I shall see that he ^ punished. 

Doctor Reynolds looked sharply at Faraday. 

Perhaps.” he said, ” it is better I should curb my 


“ I don’t mean to be mysterious. Faraday rejoined. 
“ It’s simply this. If I convince myself absolutely that he s 
guilty I ^hall see that his punishment is commensurate 
witiulis crime— I am still quite vague as to how this nvi 
be done. He even might confess— or be made to. In any 

rase 1 will let vou know all that transpires. 

■■ Please do,” said the old man, ” for he’s a most infernal 


I • 

^^Thcir parting was more cordial than their greeting. 

On his^next visit to her. Faraday found Lucy m a highl>- 

nervous state-an -evitable ^sym^ .. 

■' T nnk here my dear, he saia quicuy, 
your any time after a montl. from now. 

“ But are you absolutely sure i 
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“Absolutely.” 

“ But what’s been the matter with me ? ” 

. “ You will know before long.” 

“ Why not now ? ” 

'* I can imagine, my dear, how maddening it must 
for you to be in this state of uncertainty ; to have all this 
mystery and secrecy surrounding you. It must make you 
suspicious and anxious. But I swear to you after a week 
or two — your nerves will be jumpy for a while — you will be 
a perfectly healthy girl again. This secrecy has nothing to 
do with your state of health. You will know the cause of it 
before long. In the meantime you must trust me.” 

” Of course I do, but I’m utterly bewildered.” 

” Is Bob coming in ? ” 

” In about an hour.” 


“ You can tell him what I say about changing your 
horrid name,” said Faraday smiling, as he took his leave. 

• He dined at his flat that night and, after two hours 
with the ” Midget,” put down his pen, poured out a drink 
and lay back in his huge arm-chair. A sense of extreme 
satisfaction came over him ; that sense which only comes 
a very few times in any one’s life-time, and to many never. 
It came from the realisation that one has done another 


some great service without gain to oneself ; lightened, if 
only fora little while, the heavy load of life. In saving Lucy 
for Bob he felt he had gone a little way towards justifying 
ms existence. But there was an ordeal still to face. 

At eleven the next morning he took a taxi to Glovfit’s 
mid asked if Mr. Gallin could see him for a few moments. 
Ihe latter showed his anxiety as he greeted him*: 

How s my poor Lucy ? When I rang up last night they 
told me she was a little better ; I do hope it's true ” 

Tu to say it is.” replied Faraday, watching 

the otl^r closely without appearing to do so— a trick 

professions acquire. ” So much so 

hatl p^sieT- 
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Galiin took a cigarette from his case and lit it. Faraday 
noticed the flame fluttered a little as he did so. 

“ Quite out of danger ? ” asked Galiin. 

I think I can say so.” 

That’s splendid. I do liope she won’t have any more of 
tliese attacks.” 

” She won't.” said Faraday a shade abruptly. 

•” That's even better news. But are you quite certain ? ” 
Faraday regarded him intently for a moment. Per- 
fectly,” he replied, ” for I have discovered their cause.” 

Galiin loaned back in his cliair and the e.xpression on his 
face oddly changed. It became set and rigid, and he gazed 
back at Faraday with an unblinkable stare. It reminded 
Faraday of that indescribable look epileptics often wear 
just before the breaking-point. It told him all he wanted to 
know. He could sec the elfort it cost Galiin to loan forward 
again with the sweat beginning to ooze down from below 
hTs hair. That look was premature, however, and Faraday 

appeared not to have noticed it. , , ^ 

It all dates back,” he said. ” to that trip she took to 

^ ) t * * 

'Oallin liad great seU-coiUrol, but this put it to too harsh 
a test. Ilis relief— perhaps it was more incredulity than 
relief — was too violent ; he could not conceal it. , 

He crushed out his cigarette, fumbled with some papers 

on ins desk and oscillated his rump m his chair. 

Faraday went on imperturbably. ” She contracted there 
a disease called meta-dysentery, which I don t suppose >ou 

No''"'^repned Galiin, rather too cmphatic-ally. 

Snlficc it to say that this particular bacillus was 
discovered some years ago by a famous Italian physiciart 

‘''"■And it’s curable?” asked Galiin. almost himself 
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Practically always, by a combi, latiou of diet and 
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inoculation. I blame myself for not having detected it 
earlier, but I did not know about this Egyptian trip, and 
Lucy must have picked up an unusually virulent bug.” 

There was a short silence, broken at length by Gallin. 

" I believe,” he said, ” that Lucy made that trip nearly 
two years ago. Isn’t it curious this bug should have got to 
work, as it were, only this summer ? ” 

{Rather cleverly daring of him ! thought Faraday.) 

“ It’s the nature of the beast,” he replied. ” It often lies 
dormant. This abnormally hot summer woke it up. I have 
found that each of Lucy’s attacks coincided with a heat- 
wave.” 

” That’s very interesting,” said Gallin. 

“ Yes, it is. But what is much more interesting to all of 
us is the fact that she will have no more trouble in the 
future.” 

‘‘ Of course that's the great thing,” agreed Gallin. 

“And now I won't take up any more of your time.” 
said Faraday. 

He noticed as he shook Gallin’s hand that it resembled a 
damp and sticky sponge. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

That evening after dinner Faraday sat down at his desk 
and wrote far into the night. 

Yard he left a small package at Scotland 

finding her progress maintained, 
he ^ew a sensation of swiftly increasing malaise. He 
realised what that meant— a dose of fever. He went straight 

rising temperature— much to the 
^^i^d satisfaction of Mr. and Mrs. Bounser- who 

pi Wm Tor ^th ^ revival-meetings of 'bacilli 

merc^ completely at their devoted 
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Bounser marie frequent visits to the sick-room, and when 
given any encouragement discoursed with vi\acity on the 
topics of the liour. Particularly was he concerned wnth the 
position occupied by his native shire — Northampton — in 
the County Championship competition. Faraday gathered 
that it w'as bringing up the abject rear. Bounser attributed 
this humiliation entirely to what he considered the inequit- 
able system of scoring points. He had devised a method of 
his owm which he considered a vast improvement ; none 
the less for the fact that, if it had been in operation, it 
would have promoted Northants above Somerset and 
Worcester. Faraday, after’ vainly attempting to grapple 
with its complications, resigned himself to the conclusion 
that its exposition b\' Bounser was by far the finest antidote 
to insomnia ever applied. 

Mrs. Bounser also came in for a dail}' chat, and her 
favourite topics were the possibility of a change m the 
temperature, the lives and loves of members of the House 
of Windsor and the versatile depravities of the occupants 
of the other flats. Her information as to these was of such 
a comprehensive and stop-press character that Faraday, m 
his febrile state, had a vision of a vast grape-vine with 

a mighty branch in each of a m>Tiad bazaars. 

However, on the tliird morning he was up and dressed 
and almost himself again when he was rung up on the tele- 
phone. It was that liigh official at Scotland \ard ‘^skmg i 
lie could come along and see him before lunch. Twenty 
minutes later Faraday was being shown into his room. 

" Hallo. Tony,” said the official. \oure not looking 

' XT ^ - 

'■ wtn.” sa^d thJ iatVer, A'm afraid I haven’t very good 
Vm'^not altogether surprised." said Faraday. 

■' Vour very able and I-rsuasive paper has 


f 
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to decide the case purely as a more or less competent judge 
of evidence^ I should acquit him every time." 

- “ Go ahead and tell me why." 

" Firstly, we have made inquiries about him and, as 
far as can be ascertained, he is a most wortliy citizen. 
His business repute is of the highest. He has no vices. 
He doesn't drink, is apparently almost se.vless — in fact is 
merely a little more than a rather dreary commercial 
machine, and a very prosperous one to boot. I grant you 
he may have money troubles, but there is no sign of them, 
and his tastes are almost absurdly simple. Where, to a 
jury, would be the motive of such a model p>erson for such 
a dastardly crime ? And who would be the chief and 
crucial witness against him ? — The gold-digging mistress 
of a confidence-trickster ! " 

Has he ever been convicted as such ? " 

No, but he's stood his trial ; and this girl, Peggy, 
would be asked some very awkward questions as to his 
and her method of earning their livings. You’ll agree that, 
without her evidence, the whole case practically collapses ? " 
t ? ^ Surely she is concerned with only half of 

" No. If Gallin was not attempting to kill the boy, there 
jvas no point in trying to kill the girl. The boy miglit have 
lived for years." 

; " I see that." 


_ And a clever counsel would shatter the value of 
Peggy s testimony by e.xposing her character. And the 
judge would be entirely on his side. For where the Law is 
concerned, no doubt our judges are impeccable, but where it 
IS a question of morals many of them are prejudiced and 
anachronistic humbugs. By morals. I mean of course, like 
every other Briton, sex and nothing else. Can't you imagine 

comparing his upright, stainless.^pros^fdus 

client with an ex-dance-hostess^f whom, as a matter of 

harlots or sneak-thieves— the 
mistress of a more than dubious character ? " 
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'*^You haven’t seen the girl,” objected Faraday. “I 
don’t believe she'd make a bad impression in the box.” 

” If she was confident, she’d be considered brazen. If ' 
she was nervous, they’d call it justified funk. — But to 
continue. Certainly, counsel would argue, young Bault 
might have been indirectly killed by dial — though even 
that was by no means certain for, while there was dial in the 
bottle found at her flat, none of its contents had been admin- 
istered to the dead man.” 

” There would surely be very strong presumption that 
tlic contents of that bottle were typical of what had been 


administered ? ” 

'■ Admitting that, who was most likely to have been 
guilty — the prosperous and reputable citizen, or the hard- 
ened little adventuress ? ” 

For no motive whatsoever! ” 

" Is that so ? The effect of dial is to stupefy.” 

” It is a dangerously potent soporific.” 

” Precisely. And stupefied young men of means are easy 
game for goid-diggers. What more plausible than that she 
should have gone through his pockets and played tricks 
with his cheque book when he was only partially in F^sses- 
';ion of his senses ? No doubt, counsel would argue, Oallin 
was indiscreet in employing her, but tlie boy was in love 
with her, and it was agreed the experiment should be trieU. 

Faraday saw the force of tliis. ” But why, he ex- 
claimed, ” if tliat were the case, did she not destroy he 
only evidence against lier ? Why didn’t she put the 
contents of tl.at bottle down the sink ? Wiy did she 
actually go out of her way to tell me she had it still in her 

’’“^B^aiuse she was a subtle little schemer who argued that 
if ever there was any trouble, she could say . fhat is what 
Gallin Have me. Would I have kept it if 1 d been guilty ? 

Faraday shrugged bis sliouldors, " That - subt ety 

indeed,” he s^iid, " and surely the acme of 

" You say that because you have formed a nigi y 
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favourable opinion of the girl. Gallin’s counsel would take 
very good care that the members of the jury didn’t.” 

“ Go on,” said Faraday resignedly. 

” Counsel would certainly agree that she never meant to 
kill him, that it was to her interest to keep him alive. But 
she didn't know the condition of his heart, and gave him 
too strong a dose. ‘ If dial was administered to Bault,' he 
would thunder forth, ‘ it was the work cither of a liighly- 
respected and wealthy man, actually the verj' uncle of the 
victim to whom he had always shown even»^ kindness and 
affection, whom only a malignant mind could conceive of 
hav'ing any motive, or else it was the handiwork of an 
abandoned little denizen of the underworld — one with only 
too palpable a motive, one who had doubtless employed 
such means many times before and was accustomed to 
consort immorally with notorious characters. That was the 
issue before them and they could take their choice.' And, 
mind you, Tony, whatever your opinion of the girl, there 
must be incidents in her past which the defence could rake 
up to their advantage.— Well, how docs it sound to you ? ” 
Extremely plausible and yet absolutel}' unconvincing ” 
answered Faraday irritably. ” For one thing, dial is a drug 
that would never be used by ordinary dopers.” 

“ You couldn't conWnce a jury of that. The under- 
world has Us o\vn chemists who know all about dial, and its 
uses and would readily impart that knowledge to their 


“ Again', she was already being well paid.*' 

Why not fleece him as well ? ” 

Faraday shrugged his shoulders again. 

exceedingly 

u ^ u '" entirely to her 

r Inn ‘■•erefore, not to dope him 

BuT TL nI. n'' '"’‘‘h his cheque hook. 

aS. T he twisted agaiirst her 

^Sutere^ -s 
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" And remember the doctor gave a death-certificate 
without question or demur.” 

■' I know.” 

“ As I have said, I don’t believe a word of all this. I 
absolutely trust your opinion of the girl and believe in. 
Gallin’s guilt. But I also believe that if the case ever came 
to trial— which is highly improbable— the judge would stop 

it.” M -j 

'■ We have only been dealing with half the case, said 
Faraday. ” the weaker half. Can you demolish the other 

half as easily ? ” 

I'll make the attempt. Firstly, counsel would submit it 
was quite possible that the poisoning of Miss Bault had been 
entirely accidental. You say this is the first time this 
method has been employed criminally ? 

So far as my knowledge goes.” 

“ That there have been other cases, but purely 


accidental ? ” 

I must give the same answer. 

■' Then wliy shouldn’t this instance have been accidental 

Three consecutive attacks ? Some coincidence ! ” 

■■ Wliy shouldn't these tins have all come from the same 

polluted batch ? ” 

" And onlv Miss Bault be affected ? 

" She might liave been the only member of the stall to 
»ise that particular brand.” 

“And the only person in England to do so ^ n i 

“ Olliers may have been poisoned and tlicir illness labelled 
' gastritis ’ — as In rs was.” 

“The manufacturers would have something to say to 


I I ^ t I * ^ 

Undoubtedly. Hut they would have precedent against 
them. Arsenic has Ik'Oii found in toilet-powder before; 

"^*'^Tha*t was half-empty. Why wasn’t Miss Bault 

'ittnrked when she used it before? ” , r • ^ 

■■ You must sec that wo are within the realm of coniec- 
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ture. It would be very hard to trace the precise history of 
that tin. I may say, my dear Tony, that you might not 
come out with untarnished repute. I can well imagine 
learned coimsel describing you as a busybody, a very 
amateur Thorndyke, an absurdly suspicious old gentleman, 
and one whom the jury would do well to take witli many 
grains of humour. Also you would have to confess that 
you had used specimens from that tin." 

“ Possibly three teaspoonfuls.” 

“ Learned counsel would flourish a tablespoon in the 
jury's face. However, let us suppose the learned counsel 
agreed that the arsenic in that tin had: been placed there 
with criminal intent. You would 6e forced to substantiate 
— and so would Miss Bault — the fact that at least two 
attempts had been made on her life by members of the 
staff. The ice might be thin there, but the defence would 
consider it would bear. No names would be mentioned, 
but the general impression left that she was a generally 
detested person ; so much so that she had roused homicidal 
impulses in the majority of those who worked with her." 

■' That grossly exaggerated submission could very easily 
be rebutted. The vast majority of the staff at Glovfit’s 
liked her." 

" If you put some of them in the box, their evidence 
would be vague and nebulous compared with the stark fact 
that those attempts had been made. Furthermore, it could 
presumably be shown that certain members of the staff had 
access to a factory where chemicals were 'freely used." 

" Especially arsenic ! " observed Faraday sarcastically. 

“ Surely arsenic is used commercially ? " 

" In the manufacture of corsets ! " 

My dear Tony, you are clearly rather ignorant of the 

gentle art of pleading which, in certain criminal cases, relies 

far more on insinuation and veiled suggestion than on 

^tegorical statement and assertion. You're a scientist by 

tr^mg, a precisian. Pleading is an art, the art of just 

sufficiently befuddling the minds of seven men and women 
out of twelve." 


» 
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“ Gallin would have to make a categorical answer to the 
plain question : Did he use arsenic in his factory ? Which- 
e\cr answer he ga\’e would be awkward for him.” 

” He’d be provided by his counsel whth a neat, non- 
committnl answer.” 

” So far,” said Faraday, ” this trial seems rather one- 
sided. WouKi there not be also highly competent counsel for 
the prosecution and some ingeniously insinuating cross- 
examination ? 

” If it ever came to trial, yes. But I am suggesting they 
would liave precious little to go on. .Actually, I don’t believe 
tlie case would over get past the Grand Jury.” 

” Vet yon believe him guilty ? ” 

'■ Most certainly. I am merely showing up the weakness 
of the case again-t him. We have very many such problems 
every ^•car — (juite a few in which murder is involved. At 
this moment I can recall five, in which the evidence was 
far stronger tiian in this case. Vet w'e advised against 
prosecution. RenumlxT this : we hate and fear failures. 
To get up a ca.se such as this is a costly and laborious 
business. * To use a parliamentary metaphor, the money 
will not be voted f()r it. the time of the House not occupied 
with a prosecution unless it is decided that the odds on a 

conviction are at least three to one.” 

” A reassuring reflection f<*r the potential criminal . 

” bh. quite. The majority of .really clever crooks are 
never brought to trial. We don’t advertise the fact, but it s 
true. Company frauds, arson and murder, too. are extra- 
ordinarily difticult to bring home to their perpetrators if 
they plan adroitly and keep tlieir heads. I suppose there s 
no chance of getiing further evidence against him ? 

” I’m afraid I can’t see any. I ma) be a fool, but I still 

consicU-r the evidmcc against him very strong. He has two 

surviving relatives from whom, if they both die, he mlitrits 

about a hundred thousand poilnds. One dies, the other j 

oscaDes. In both instances he had perfect opportunity. He 
^ .1 : * rheYniral crimes. Motuc, 

IS an 


expert chcmi^t and these arc chemical crimes. 
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opportunity and expert knowledge — a suggestive com- 
plex ! " 

The other shook his head. “ It’s not good enough, my 
dear Tony, for other probable suspects liad those capacities 
also. There is an instrument used in America called the 
' Lie-Detector ’ which is claimed to be infallible. By its 
means the reactions of a suspected person to the questions 
put to him are recorded graphically. I believe it to be 
scientifically sound, and it has already helped in securing 
convictions and acquittals indirectly in difiicult cases. It 
would be instructive to submit Mr. Gallin to its inquisition. 
Properly employed, it is an invaluable and perfectly legiti- 
mate form of Third Degree — a much maligned institution. 
But unfortunately the rights of criminals are regarded very 
sacredly over here. But you can’t have it both ways. Is it 
better that one innocent person should be convicted and 
nine-hundred and ninety-nine guilty ones convicted also, or 
IS It better that every innocent person should be acquitted 
and a large percentage of crooks get away with it also ? 

A nice problem in social ethics or pragmatics — if there is 
such a word." 

" I’ll leave its solution to you," replied Faraday. " The 

lact IS that you cannot recommend the proper authority 
to take up the case." ^ 

" I fear that is so." 


" Then that’s an end of it.” 

” Unless." laughed the other, 
confess." 


” you can persuade him to 


F^aday was silent for a while. Then he said, " What 

f and standing of an extorted confession ? I 
m^n if It perfectly fits and explains the facts > " 

Ihe other regarded him with a quizzical smile " 

'^hich I have Xt refe;^ed 

don t think that s a proper question to put to me " 

It IS a purely academic one.” 
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Oiiite so, said Faraday. “ Well, there’s one thing I'm 
glad alnnit. I as good as told that girl Pegg>^ that if she 
wont into the box her character would not be assailed: 
Aj)piuviitly that was not one of my more inspired remarks 
and thoielorc slie has been spared a considerable ordeal.” 

The other burst out laughing. "I should think not, 
indeed ! Her character — in other words, her reliability as 
a witness — would have been the one target they’d have 
trained their guns on. But I doubt if she'd ev’er have turned 
up to be bombarded — and I shouldn't have blamed her, for 
only fools go willingly into that small cubby-hole of torture 
and self-revelation, unless they've something to gain or 
nothing to lose. Now. look here, Tony. Tm extremely 
sorry to have turned this thing down, but I had no other 
alternative.” 

“ I quite see that now. Before you so unanswerably 
blasted the whole foundation from beneath my crazily- 
constructed edifice of proof, I was blinded by that instinct- 
ive certainty of his guilt which you confess you share. So 
be it ; there it is." 

The high official regarded him sharply, but with a smile. 

'■ Somehow or other.” said he, ” I don’t feel that j'ou 
have resigned yourself to the apparently inevitable quite so 
finally as your words suggest. If I’m right, the very best 
of luck. And if all goes well, let me know. Record it in the 
form of a parable and I shall understand. I sliould like to 
feel that the case could be written off as closed to our 
mutual satisfaction.” 

“ In any case I'm very grateful to you for all the trouble 
you've taken,” said Faraday. ” Let us meet again soon. 

Good'bve for the present.” 

Back in his flat, Faraday sat down to think. After 
reviewing the conversation in which he’d played so humble 
a part he accepted without further protest the fact that 
Ned’s pungent, if sketchy analysis of the evidence wp 
final. He realised that any clever counsel could riddle it. 
In cold fact, the case would never be tried. There was no 
chance of obtaining further proof. 
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Was that to be the end ? Was the logical conclusion to 
be the final one ? His mind sharply revolted against such a 
decision. To punish such criminals as Gallin was doubtless 
in theory crude and barbaric ; an asylum was the place for 
them. But they certainly should be segregated somewhere. 
A Gallin at large was a peril to society. The end — his 
segregation — would justify the means by which it was 
accomplished, and all that sort of plausible rhetoric. 

But he was faced with a dilemma. Had not Gallin a 
perfect right to enjoy the privilege, always supposedly 
accorded by British criminal practice, of being treated as 
innocent till proved guilty ? Were not the experts con- 
\anced he could never so be proved ? He knew Gallin was 
guilty, but who was he to set himself up as an arbiter against 
that exj^rt opinion ? Yet he knew it to be indisputable that 
?? was >n a far better position than any expert to decide 
He had been vouchsafed evidence which, tliough it could 
not be used m court, was overpoweringly convincing. 

He remained staring in upon himself for a full hour. He 
w^ still weak from his illness and found concentrating an 

however, he made up his mind, and 
what must be done must be done quickly. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

Bob and Faraday dined together at the latter’s flat 

nf T I tell you. Bob.” said Faraday, ” the cause 

of Lucy s illness^ so soon as I was surp of i> t j 

so ; she was poisoned by GallTn " ^ 

increLiry.'’”*"'^ ““ amazement and 

*' What ! ” he exclaimed. 

Yes — and he also murdered her f 

to that. It was quite simple * the V """lounts 

to administer was not the stuff he eef f to the girl 

inevitable result was heart 
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*' Good God ! ” said Bob, " are you absolutely certain ? " 

" Oh, yes, there’s no doubt about it.” 

” But how did he poison Lucy ? ” 

Faraday told him. 

'■ I simply can’t believe it. I always liked the fellow— 
at least I think so,” he added lamely. 

I don t suppose you had any formed opinion of him, 
for lie is a curious fellow.” 

Curious ! I should think he is — poisoning his nephew 
and niece. I simply can't believe it.” * 

That’s been said tens of thousands of times by the 
relatives and friends of criminals. A quarter of their 
morning-paper is given up to crime, but they cannot con- 
ceive it tainting their milieu.” 

” But the motive ? ” 

” Their money ! ” 

" But he’s stiff with it I " 

” Are you sure ? Have you any more reason to be certain 
of that than you were of his character ? ” 

Bob hesitated. ” No,” he confessed. ” I suppose I 
simply took both for granted. I’m flabbergasted. Think of 
that vile old spider spinning his diabolical web. And yet 
he doesn’t look like a murderer.” \ 

" No.” agreed Faraday. ” and had things been ever 
little different, I dare say he might have lived out hiH 
allotted span and never known the slightest temptatioqjR 
to be one. 1 don’t believe he's naturally avaricious either—^ 
and yet he’s planned two murders for money. Some 
mystery there which we’ll try to solve. We will try a yttle 
experiment. I want you to suggest to liim that I might like 
to have a financial interest in his business — become his 
partner, as it were. Imply that I am tired of roaming, and 
would like to settle down in London with some busincs* 
interest. You know the sort of thing.” 

“ I know.” , 

“ Watch him closely, and sec how he takes it. 

” Shall I suggest any possible sum ? ” 

” You can say that I am a very rich man, and that it 




BELT OF SUSPICION 


167 

I came in I should do so on a biggish scale. If he bites, say 
that I should like to see him here about it at once. Impress 
on him that you are getting married almost immediately. 
Do that to-morrow morning, will you ? " 

" Sure. About Lucy. We thought of keeping to the 
second week in September for our wedding. Do you think 
that will be all right ? ” 

“ Almost certainly. I'm going to make a little trip to 
Germany during the next few weeks, but I shall be back for 
the great day. After that I shall be off to Russia." 

" Why not come with us ? We thought of a long cruise 
somewhere." 

"No." replied Faraday- firmly. "My days for deck- 
quoits, sun-bathing on boat-decks, fancy-dress and other 
forms of forced and laborious bonhomie are over. Moreover, 
I can imagine that the company of honeymoon couples is 
peculiarly noxious and enervating." 

"Thanks very much. At the same time. I consider as her 
medical attendant it is your duty to come." 

L ii "'hen she next needs one, and a 

Child of wrath is bom. 

In the event of its being male," said Bob, " it will be 
christened Anthony Faraday Carshall.' " 

!! preserve it to some extent." 

• Why are you going to Russia ? " asked Bob. " Every- 
^dy who thinks himself or herself somebody seems to 
have been there for the purpose, apparently, of reinforcing 

With Stahn— in which they do nine-tenths of the talkine^ 

knowing all about it. In fact they 
rteedn t have gone, for they knew it all beforehand I 

surprised that you propose to bring up the rear of that 
garrulous and self-satisfied mob ^ 

.nteresdng and incoherent ; before Us tortured tLd Toub 
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seared intellectuals have become hard-faced and taciturn 
factory-managers. Before Omsk and Tomsk have become 
indistinguishable from Leeds and Sheffield. And I suppose, 
if one can, one should see the Kremlin and the Tomb of 
Lenin before one dies, and loiter with a more or less vacant 
eye in the Red Square and the Park of Leisure and Culture. 
What a Wellstopian, prophetic ring that has ! And Lenin- 
grad is, perhaps, the only great modern Dead City. And I 
was to visit Kiev and Komsk while they are still strange 
places and not merely dots on the map of a five-year-plan. 
But chiefly I want to go because the Russian character 
fascinates me.” 

” But is there such a conception as a ' national char- 
acter ' ? ” protested Bob. ” Go into the nearest pub and 
every one in it will have a different ' character.' ” 

” The foreigner would almost certainly discern a strong 
family likeness amongst most of them, and he would be 
right. How charming it would be to experiment in inter- 
racial breeding. To jyroducc a being a quarter French, a 
quarter Bavarian, a quarter Swedish-American and a 
(juarter I-Jiglish, all from selected stocks. Such a being 
might jnoNc a super-man.” 

” More j)robably a super-Gallin,” replied Bob. "Any- 
how I 'vc seen your Tombs of Lenin and your Red Sciuarcs on 
the movies, and that 's good enough for me.” He was silent 
for a time, then he said : " There's one ratlier important 
thing to decide ; what about that fellow’s future ? 

" I've tliought of that.” Faraday replied. " Punishment 
is, perhaps, an absurd word to apply to a person such as 
Gallin. He is a psychopatliic case, and you can no more^j^ 
punish such than you can punish a cat. But it is our duty 
to see that he is rendered harmless, for he miglit strike 
again — in fact almost certainly would if he had the oppor- 
tunity and thought it worth his while. If he cannot be 
rendered so legally, then we must apply other methods.' 

" You mean you will take it upon yourself ? ” , 

” If necessary his case will be decided out of cart. 
But wait till you have seen him on the other matter. 
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“ Right," said Bob. " I’ll see him in the morning. Now 
I think I’ll go and say ‘ Good-night ’ to Lucy." 

" There’s no need for me to come with you. She has made 
splendid progress in the last twenty-four hours, an admir- 
able example of the fact that — especially in the case of 
women — physical health and emotional health are inter- 
acting inseparables. From now on you can do her far more 
good than I can." 

" Her nerves are still jumpy," 

^ " Inevitably so ; that is the final symptom of her trouble 

— the clearing shower, as it were. In a week all but a certain 
numbness should have disappeared." 

“ I’ll ring you as soon as I've seen Gallin," said Bob. 

He did so at half-past eleven the next morning. 

. I m with Gallin," he said. " Could he come round to 
sec you at half-past nine to-night ? ” 

" Certainly." 

" Very well. I’m coming along to sec you now.” 

« ^ really a baddish actor,” said Bob wlien he arrived, 

‘He’s greatly in need of money— I’m certain of it. The sun 
of cupidity kept bursting through the clouds of ill-concealed 
indifference ; he couldn’t control his face. And I’m • 
certain he wants that money now— why, heaven knows, for 
the place looks like prosperity itself. Of course the idea 
came as a complete surprise to him ; the project might 
^ssibly interest him. In any case, it would do no harm to 
have a talk with you— something might come of it. He 
wa^ t very confident-that sort of obvious, transparent 


I e.xpccted It," said Faraday. '■ He's up against it in 

GlovfitW the^trade. and 

market best things of their kind on the 

market. There s some mystery which we will solve." 

It was a damned odd sensation." said Bob " talking 
amicably to a jjrson who’s tried to kiU my futurel^fe^ 
The Idea seemed entirely fantastic and unrLl von 

perfectly certain you’re right ? Thos^* inflr^r:i Y®" 

could have employed that metloJ ortucy ? t d aT 
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Artluir — well, who knows what happened to that dope after 
that girl got it ? After all, she and that fellow are a couple 
of crooks, when all’s said and done. They may have thought 
Arthur had left them some mone3\ I imagine a wallet- 
dropper wouldn’t be too scrupulous." . 

" That is perfectly’ true, as I've had pointed out to me 
only too forcibU'. The girls at Glovfit’s certainly had 
moti\-c — a motive strong cnougli for them to have made 
two previous attempts on her life. They had obvious^ 
opportunity. Peggy Camden had equally perfect oppor- 
tunity and a motive for drugging him, his death being 
accidental and due to an overdose. The evidence against 
Gallin, as it stands at present, is so weak that he would never 
be brought to trial. That was impressed on me, also.” 

" Then wliat ? ’’ asked Bob astonished. 

'■ I am absolutelv' convinced of his guilt. After long 
thought I have decided what is my duty in the matter. 
Now listen to me." — He continued talking earnestly to 
Bob for .some minutes. 

" I don’t like it.” said the latter, when Faraday had 
finished. ” Surely there's some risk in it for you ; I cannot 
allow you to take it.” 

” No risk at all. and my mind is made up. There is no 
need for vou to be there.” 

” Don't be a fool ! ” 

“ Well, then, be here punctually at nine. And now I have 
some work to do ! " 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 

F.'^RADAY spent the afternoon in his laboratory. When he 
sat down to dinner at seven, he looked tired and depressed. 
After a bottle of champagne he felt better prepared for the 
ordeal. During dinner he gave Bounser some instructions, 
which the latter received with his habitual placidity. 

“ I'll fix 'im, sir,” he remarked with great confidence. 

” Did you ever go to that there all-in wrestlin - 
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” No, I’ve never been.” 

” Well, you leams some funny strokes there, sir, I goes 
to a place in Kilbum. Very 'ot, they are there, sir. There’s 
a bloke what calls 'isself the Spanish Strangler. And 'e 
was takin' on a bloke what calls 'isself the Glasgow Gouger, 
sir. And this Strangler, 'e pushes the Gouger to the h'edgc 
of the ring, and 'e twists the rope around 'is neck.” 

” Well, you can't do that to-night,” said Faraday, 
laughing. 

" No, sir, that's right. But as I was a-sayin’, the ref., 'e 
tries to stop it, so the Strangler 'c goes for the ref. While 
’e's doin' that, the Gouger 'e gets be'ind the Strangler and 
'e puts 'is knee in 'is back-side, sir, and 'is h’arm round 'is 
neck, and bends 'im backways. Then the ref. 'its 'im under 
the chin. It was worth a tanner, sir, to 'ear 'im 'oiler. I 
might try that stroke, sir, if ne'ssry.” 

” I should imagine it would be quite effective," said 
Faraday, ” but I hope it won't come to that. Now I'll show 
you exactly how to place the tantalus and glasses." 

Bob arrived as nine was striking. 

Faraday repeated to him the instructions he had given 
Bounser. 


.. U be any trouble." he said, 

but Gallin s temper is an unknown quantity." 

exterminate him with one arm,"* replied Bob 

^d nothing would give me greater pleasure." 

^ drink and set themselves to wait. Bob 

shifted about in his chair and played havoc with a Hoio d< 

Monterrey. Faraday appeared to be completely at his ease 

which was by no means the case, for he detested the whole 

scrappy and disjointed 
When the clock struck the half-hour both were more than 

^dy for things to begin. They had not long t^wa^ 
Within ave minutes they heard the beU ring, and a moment 
later Bounser announced, " Mr. Gallin to see you sir " 
Faraday got up to greet him. ^ 

less ».SofubVclfa?“"° or 
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“ Good-evening, Bob,” said Gallin, settling himself 
down and accepting a cigar. “ Don’t thank me for com- 
ing,” he continued. ” Bob was necessarily vague, and I was 
only too glad to have this opportunity of hearing from your 
ow'n lips what you propose.” He was quite at his ease, but 
seemed slightly tense and eager. 

” I must be rather vague, too,” replied Faraday. “It 
was simply that I feel I have \vandered long enough, and 
sliould like to settle down in England with a small stake in 
the country, as it were, and your business attracted me. 

I have no intention of going back into practice.” 

” Yes. yes, I quite understand and, I may say, there is 
jio one I would rather have as a partner than yourself. I 
may add that I am in no financial need of one.” 

” But the possibility might interest you ? " 

" Yes, I think I can say that. But what is it in my busi- 
ness which attracts you ? ” 

'■ For one thing, it seems exceptionally well run, if I may 
say so. -Again, as a medical man, it interests me, for it has 
its medical — or rather, surgical — side. Your products are, 
of course, lu.xury garments, but tliey are also scientific 

appliances. — But let us have a drink. 

He went to the sideboard, and presently all three had , 
glasses beside them. Gallin raised his to Faraday, and to 
Bob. and swallow'ed half its contents. 

'■ You are perfectly right,” he said. ' Let me tell you 
liow' I came to go into this curious business.' 

Please do,” said Faraday. 

I was trained as a chemist, but I always had a pretty 
-ood business head, 1 think. For some reason or other— 

I cannot explain it— I found myself becoming interested m 
women's foundation garmetfts— one of those discreetly 
liorrible terms which are spaw-ned in the garment busine^. 

I behove I invented it. by the way. I can assure you. ^ 
continued with a smile, ” that it was no case of ^t'^hism 

I liave never had the remotest interest in women from the 
poLt of view. Ninety per cent of them are gross^ 
malformed in some respect or other and, to an ascetic like 


if 




4 t 


t 4 





BELT OF SUSPICION 


173 

myself, they are one and all jerely merry-built bip>cds who'd 
look much more tolerable feathered. For this reason 
nudism will never be more than a crank cult, in my opinion. 
This antipathy has been very valuable to me in business, 
for it has enabled me to remain coldly critical ; many a 
man in my line of business has been seduced from his judg- 
ment by the charms of his staff." He smiled again and 
drained his glass. 

Faraday was watching him closely. Here was a fanatic, 
a man of one idea if ever there was one. His smile was odd. 
too. It reminded Faraday of one of those wooden masks 
of his childhood which, by tugging a string, were made to 
change their clown expressions. Gallin’s smile came and 
went in just such a contorted, lightning way. But his 
eyes did not join in the transformation. 

" Well, there it was," he went on. " I used to spend 
hours prowling'^ about the primitive corset-departments of 
those days. It sounds ludicrous, but I used to do it. What 
I saw at once disgusted and excited me. Torturing tight- 
lacers, hideous masses of boned embroidery, lace-toiiped. 
whose only function was to collect filth and sweat— and so 
on. Not one was capable of doing its proper job, which is, 
of course, to support but not compress ; to jield, but always 
to control. They were hardly an advance on the iron char- 
coal-burners, and leather and brocade monstrosities of 
centuries ago. I made a prolonged study of corsets through 
the ages and I studied anatomy with equal assiduity I 
also worked long hours in my laboratory, for I realised there 
was a fortune to be made by the right person, and I was 
certain I was such a one. I had just sufficient private means 
to enable me to go ahead. Suffice it to say that, after nro- 

^ material from which my 

products are made, and I applied scientific principles to thei^ 

des.gn--for the first time in history. In eveVy resoec 

therwer'^''"**^^ ‘ ventUation and d^anli^ss- 

U^y were revolutionary, and they have done more ?o 

itigate the greatest mistake ever made by a mammal— 
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the adoption of the erect position — than any other appli- 
ances ever put on the market. 

" Since I started my business, twenty years ago, I have 
thought of nothing else — that is literally true. I have no 
other interest in life. My business has been, and still is, my 
wife, my child, my only occupation, my sole relaxation, the 
love of my life, my overmastering preoccupation ; with the 
result tliat I have completely transformed the corset 
industry, and been a minor benefactor of womankind — man- 
kind, too, for I have made women far healthier, better- 
tempered and, to those who can expcTience the sensation, 
far more alluring.” That queer smile came and went. 

■' Get us another drink. Bob,” said Faraday. " Well, 
Gallin, that’s very interesting. It would be. naturally, the 
•scientific aspect of your goods which would appeal to me.” 

” Quite ; it is the Siime with me. But I have to make 
them pretty to sell them. Tell a woman that something’s 
good for her and she sheers off. Tell her that it improves 
her ap[>carance, even if it is injurious to her, and she’ll 
spend her last penny on it. In my business you have to 
get your results by stealth. Incidentally, mine is entirely a 
lu.Kury trade. 1 sell no corset under three guineas, and no 
suspender-belt or bra.ssiere under thirty shillings.” 

” And I take it,” said Faraday, ” that you have defeated 
all your competitors. I mean that you h.ave an unassailable 

position in tliat luxury trade ? ” , ,,• 

Gallin took a long pull at the glass Bob had handed him. 

” I doubt,” he replied. ” if one can ever quite say that. . 
Of course I have powerful competitors, but I am m»t afraid 


of them.” 0 M 

” I suppose tlie cost of advertising is a serious matter 

” Yes,” replied Gallin abruptly. ” And what an infernal 
waste of money ! I have to spend large sums, not in telling 
the public that I have something good to sell them, hut 
practically to persuade them not to buy sometliing eBc. 
I’m not advertising >/• tliem so much as aguiusi my com- 
petitors. And the public pay in the end. and the Press 
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Lords pocket the swag. I imagine you know about patent 
medicines, Faraday ? ” 

“ Yes.” replied the latter impatiently — it was time for 
business. ” Now, Gallin. I have examined one of Lucy'.s 
belts, or corsets, and it seemed satisfactory from the 
hygienic point of view. But you will understand that, as a 
medical man, I have to be absolutely certain that they're 
innocuous to the wearer. I mean when worn ne.xt to the 
skin.” 

” You can be quite reassured,” said Gallin. '' They’re 
perfectly harmless ; t\\cy wouldn’t be much good if they 
weren’t.” ^ 

“ And in no case could they lx* harmful to the wearer ? ” 

Gallin gave him a sharp glance. 

” In the case of very acid subjects they have occasion- 
ally produced mild dermatitis, but that only meant they 
were doing their jgb by disclosing the existence of the 
poison, and helping to eliminate it.” 


" Excuse my asking.” said Faraday. ” I was just a little 
doubtful. Now. I take it, when they’re worn next to the 
skin. It IS necessary to powder the body very freely to ease 

them on— especially in hot weather ? ” 

knS**'"'*'^ slowly to his 


" Tl'at is the case with the flick-011 models," he replied 
stfge 

" And I suppose," remarked Faradav slowlv in.! 
pointedly, " it is necessary to be very careful what Lrt of 
J»^er one uses ? For example, I l.Le here—" he ‘u 

in of n 'U object-" a 

tin of powder which I found in Lucy s dressing-room at your 

" mat ab:utT?™ hltkS ha^hT'" 


BELT OF SUSPICION 



Gallin shrugged his shoulders. " I don’t know what 
the devil you’re talking about. If there’s arsenic in that 
tin, I can only imagine that you put it there.” 

■■ Let's talk about something else,” said Faraday quietly. 

” Let’s discuss for a moment that medicine which Doctor 
Reynolds prescribed for Arthur Bault.” 

Gallin continued to stare at Faraday. 

“ Now I asked Reynolds to show me the prescription for 
that medicine. I examined it ; and then pointed out that 
there was no mention of dial in that prescription. The \ 
doctor was extremely indignant at the suggestion that he’d 
used such a drug. In fact he said that to have done so would 
have been equivalent to murdering the young man. 

“ Why did you suggest it ? ” ^ 

Faraday again put his hand in his pocket. “ I have here,’ 
he said. ” some of the medicine which was adrninistered to 
Bault. It consists of a strong solution of dial.” 

Gallin eyed it curiously. ” Very interesting,” he said. 

“ How did you get hold of it ? ” 

Faraday told him. Gallin nodded. ” I see. Rash young 

woman ! ” „ 

•' I don’t think so. I understand that you personally 

liandcd her small bottles of this medicine. I must say it 

was bad luck that by such an odd chance it was not aU 

consumed.” , , , ^ 

He went to a drawer in his bureau and brought out still 


another object. , . 

•' I have here the corset Lucy wore when she was last 

taken ill. It had been lavishly sprinkled with powder— 

undoubtedly from this tin.” , ^ , j 

How did you discover that ? ” asked Gallin, who seemed 

to have recovered his equanimity. , 

■■ I liappened to knock it off a cha.r m Lucy s bedroom. 
When I picked it up I detected a strong smell of garbe. You, 
as a trabicd chemist, will understand the inevitable infer 


'""“ko,” said Gallin,^^ '' What the devil has a smell of 
garlic to do with it ? 
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“ Well,” exclaiined Faraday, ” I should think you’re the 
only so-called trained chemist in the world who doesn't 
know that, when warmed, arsenious acid gives off a garlic 
smell. But perhaps you’ve got a bit rusty ? ” 

Gallin was silent for a few moments. Presently he said, 
” I probably knew it once. But this discussion is becoming 
tiresome. I may say that I’m quite a good judge of the 
value of evidence.” 

" I’m very glad to hear it,” replied Faraday.' ” You will 

then be able to estimate the effect on the minds of a jury 

of this little story : There was once a young man. ;ujd his 

sister, who had a great deal of money. And they also shared 

a wicked uncle who wanted that money. The young man 

was easily disposed of. His sister got his money. Then the 

wicked uncle thought of a very ingenious scheme. He 

knew It was possible for a person to absorb a lethal dose of 

arsenic through the skin, and he realised that absorption 

would be more complete when the body was sweating So 

he mixed arsenic with her toilet powder, and put it in her 

dressing-room dunng heat-waves, with the result that she 
very nearly died.” 

" li I were a member of that jury.” said Gallin “ I 
should protest to the )udge at being told such fairy talcs.” 

And if you werd the wicked uncle ? ” 

" I shouldn’t worry in the least.” 

" Supposing he confessed ? ” 

” I can’t exactly see him doing it ” 

dead in twenty-four 
Gaih'r"‘ -bout ? ■■ exclaimed 

had ^r^ge’^d "complexly " [Hvas''''''^ ' " ‘o”- 

promising mp'etcly . ,t was now stem and uncom- 
some^n^ el^- >0- »ck-and-bull stories to 

be a dead 
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Gallia loaned forward in liis chair. “ I ask you again : 

what the licll arc you talking about ? ” 

I’ll tell you. One of my greatest hobbies is toxicology. 

During in\’ wanderings Vve collected man}’ strange poisons. 

You have during the last three-quarters of an hour had 

administered to you a fatal dose of one. It was in your 

lirst whiskv-and-soda.” 

% 

Gallin burst out laughing. 

“ If I were you, I shouldn’t laugh. Gallin,” said Bob 
sharply. ” r\’e known Faraday for a good number of years, 
but I’ve never known him bluff.” 

” My dear Bob,” said Gallin. ” I'd almost forgotten you 
were present. Do }’ou really expect me to believe in the 
Unknown Poison trij->e ! I suppose it can't be detected 
after death — another of the doctor’s fairy talcs ! ” 

“See how you’re feeling this time to-morrow,” replied 

'■ Dead nu-n cannot descrilx? their sensations,' said 
Faraday. '* If I took you into my little laboratory, Gallin, 
I could show \*ou twenty-six other such ‘ unknown poisons, 
as voii term them. Tlie statement tliat there are no such 


things is as ignorant as it is dogmatic. There are many. 
.All of them are probably rare and hard to come by, and 
their medicinal and. tlwrefore. commercial value is un- 
certain if it e.xists. How long has the drug Marihuana 
been known to the West ? Yet it is a prolific and fairly 
widely-distributed weed. W’liat you have just consumed 
is used by the witch-doctors of a tribe m New Guinea. It 
is distilled from the roots of a small purple flower, whicli 

I have found nowlierc else. / n • 

Gallin leaned forward again and looked Faraday full m 
the face. ” I don’t believe you (irc bluffing,” he said. 

” As Bob told you, I never do. I’m no good at it. and 
in anv case it's usually a waste of lime. But to continue 
r have still another thing in my pocket. Here it is. in 
this little phial is the complete antidote to that poison 
aPo employed bv the witch-doctors. If you will sign a 
confession I !la^•e here. I will put it in your next whisk}- 
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and-soda.” He took a typed paper from a drawer in the 
desk. " Would you like to read it ? " 

" No thanks,’-' Gallin replied dryly. " I can imagine its 
contents.” 

” Quite. It sets forth exactly how you murdered Bault 
and attempted to murder Lucy.” 

Gallin leaned back in his chair and put his head down 
between his hands. He remained quite still for .some 
moments, staring at the floor. Presently he put his head up. 
" How soon do I have to take that antidote ? ” he asked. 
” Within the next four hours.” 

Gallin stared down at the floor again. Then he said : 

" Give me another drink.” 

His expression had changed ; the fight had gone out of 
It. He appeared detached, almost serene. 

” I suppose,” he said, ” you wonder why I. a rich man 
went in for this kind of thing ? ” 

Yes,” replied Faraday. " I have wondered.” 

I m not a natural murderer, or any kind of criminal 
—I suppose there are such people. But as I’ve suggested 
to you, on one point I’m probably insane-my bSiness 
By my Intel bgence, guts and grinding hard work, it was 
teni and It has prospered. Also I en^loy three hundred 
people, which gives me a sense of jxiwer, though that is a 

and absorb our essence Thev are 'f dioke us 

I am. They offc^Tto buv me f murderers than 
which 1 refused. They are maTV^'"^ sum 

though inferior to mine lat ent nr ^ similar. 

dropping. I don’t mind beinrundersolri 

si"i .rTiSu'E i 
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did. 1 suppose I've no morals and no vices ; I'm simply 
a robot plus a brain and an over-mastering obsession. I 
was fond of Arthur and I'm fond of Lucy, but my business 
is my passion, and nothing else counts with me. Do you 
understand ? ” 

“ Yes," replied Faraday. 

" Every one who is held by a violent passion must know 
the sensation. Look here. Faraday, I shall never attempt 
anything of the kind again. If I die. my business dies with 
me. and three hundred people will be thrown on the streets. 
W’ill you put up enough money for me to fight that 
syndicate ? ” 

“ No ! "e.vclaimed Faraday, taken aback by this fantastic 


proposal. 

■■ I didn't e.vpect it. Tell me. is this poison painful ? 

“ No. otherwise I should not have given it to you. Its 
action resembles that of hemlock. Now let me adNnse you 
to sign this paper. You will liave a lighting chance for 

your life in court ? 

" Possibly. Would you deny in your evidence that you 

had e.xtorted this confession ? " i f t 

“ Yes. I should commit perjury without a qualm, tor 1 

should consider myself completely ju'itilied in so doing. 
"Certainly. I’d do most things to see you hanged. 
Gallin smiled. “Put me in a book; that would be 
punishment enough. I've only read one of them but that 
convinced me it was very fortunate you had private 
Well I don't think much of that fighting chance. I like 
the cairn. dLspassionatc way in which we're discussing my 
fate and prospects. However. 1 have made up my mind. 
In anv case mV business would be taken Irom me. and 
prison' would finish me in a %ery tew months, though 
nrobahlv I should die in Broadmoor .A So you can put that 

intidote back in your pocket. It won’t be 
done which kills me. in any case. One la.st drink. pLa c. 
Now Findav 1 a little nervous of you from the 

^ta^t^ a dtLstician was just what I didn’t want on the 
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scene. Yet what have you done in reality, save draw the 
obvious inferences from two enormous pieces of lud^"! " 

“ I know that,” said Faraday. 

” I wondered wliat had happened to that tin. I tiiought 

Lucy must have taken it home, which suggested possibilities. 

How is she, by the way ? ” 

" Going on very well,” replied Faraday. 

“ I’m very glad to hear it ; I hate waste. I’m glad I 

don’t believe in a future world ; I shouldn’t look forward 

to meeting her mother there. Arthur, on the other hand, 

would probably express his sincere gratitude to me. And 

now I must go. The whisky’s working on me, as you can 

judge from my futile remarks. I’m not used to the stuff. 

By the way, what would j’ou have done if I’d refused a 
drink ? ” 

" I’d made certain preparations to deal with that highly 
improbable event," said Faraday. ” But tell me, what put 
the Idea of using a poisoned corset into your head > ” 

” My early experiments. I had trouble with sulphur and 
other thiip so absorbed. I quite realise it was a clumsy 
method, but I dared not risk anything more direct. All 

succeeded. Don't glower at me 
Bob It s aU over now and I’m not really sorry I failed' 

till" ^ You got the 

breaks, but one must have luck to win and I’ve had mv 
sliare. I dare say the syndicate would Iiave downed mo in 

nko ^ formula; and if you 

behalf is to seU out to the syndkatf TL T 

and she gets my monev m T J will 

you might persLde her t^lplit 7t^ un^ so 

my staff, would you ? ” ^ ^ ^ equitably amongst 

» done,” said Bob. 

ioumey 
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duty to take. Good-bye.” He got up abruptly and left 
the room. A moment later the outside door closed with 
a clang. 

For a time Faraday and Bob sat in silence. At length, 
the latter said ; " Will he really be dead in twenty-four 
hours ? ” 

" And then an inquest ? ” 

“ Unless he has a doctor and some serious organic 
disease : both of which I doubt.” 

“ And they’ll find nothing ? ” 

"Nothing.” 

" I wonder what he meant by saying that it wouldn t 
be your dope which would kill him.” 

Faraday shrugged his shoulders. ” It is possible to make 
more than one guess. The whole business sickens me. It 
is probably just a gust of irrational .sentimentality, but I 
have a certain sympathy and admiration for him. 

'' You can’t expect me to share it.” said Bob harshly. 

" No. and most certainly he’s a cold-blooded assassin, for 
whom not a redeeming word can be said. That is un- 
answerable, in a sense. But I've always had an admiration 
for any one who by his brains and courage makes something 
out of nothing, and the doing of it often f>ecomcs F'st such 
an overmastering obsession as influenced him. Such 
obsessions can be mercilessly demoralising. Of course Io\ e 
is the great and dominating one, but take an apparuitly 

tty urge— the collector's. Many apparently upright and 
honest men become cunning criminals wlien some deep y 
coveted rarity can be illegitimately acquired. Presumably 
the manifold tortures inflicted by Christian priests were 
partly due to an obsession with saving souls, though there 
Lre^other and less flattering contributing actors. 1 ve 
never regarded drink as such— it is a psychic anodyne 
A^itcv-making can be an obso.ssion, and now we fi^ that 
mWacture and marketing of corsets can be one 
That I shou d never have guessed, though 1 had a pat, cut 
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once who came to me in almost suicidal distress because he 
could think of nothing else but golf.**' 

“ Yes,” said Bob, “ I understand that more or less, 
though when such an obsession reveals itself in the capacity 
to commit wholesale murder it seems to me indistinguish- 
able from insanity. I grant you all these words arc vague 
and telescopic. What do you think his chances would be 
at the Old BaUey ? ” ^ 

” With a very good counsel, unsadistic judge and an 
intelligent foreman of the jury, I very much doubt if he’d 
have been hanged. The evidence could have been made to 
appear confusing to a jury and the foreman would have 
realised it. For remember Reynolds would have had to 
testify that Bault's heart was sufficiently injured for him 
to give a death certificate without hesitation. I think that 
would have made the jury reluctant to hang him, though 
they would have had a perfect right to do so. He’d have 
got life, I think, which, as he said, would have meant a 

temperament. Personally I 
fSn""‘ cross-examined on tli.a con- 

your^K?”" perjured 


tcch^<L\lv tharrlnf''’”®''* '*■ '^hile 

long as he remaine^rnibertV betas a danger trolhers'” 

poweVordteis Lr a gm^at 

can see how he made his^utnes^s I 

of this has beemin his mind pv r • possibility 

decision. He Showed Tnt . **»at other 

when he said he was glad it was ov^!'-^'''* ^ 

Faraday, " pJa^cdtntt bif a terrific strain.” said 

risk he was running. Well it haTS 

With a-very happf side to it.'' ^ ^ loathsome business 
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“ I suppose I must tell Lucy ? ” 

" Yes. She must be absolutely reassured about herself, 
and that could be brought about in no other way.” 

” Not much fun for her to realise that her father drank 
and her uncle murdered.” 

” Rubbish I More than half the population of the world 
drink too much, and you can impress on her what is the 
tryth — that Gallln was driven mad by his obsession. She’s 
in love, whicli makes those under its influence marvellously 
insensitive to all else. After the inquest, I’m off to Germany. 
And now to bed, but not to sleep, I fancy.” 

” I’m not going to thank you,” said Bob, getting up. 

“You’re certainly not. I never felt less like being 
thanked in my lile. Good-night, my dear Bob. 


Gallin got a taxi in Oxford Street and drove to his home 
in a small, dingy road near Wimbledon Common. And his 
house was small and dingy too. By an effort of will, he 
threw off the effects of the whisky, and was Inmself again 
when he took out his latch-key. As lie opened the door, an 
ancient mongrel dog came waddling up to greet him. 

“ Hallo, Rex,” he said, absent-mindedly patting its head. 
The dog was the sole occupant of the liouse. for Galhn s 
only servant was a maid who came in by the day. From 
the appearance of his home, one would have judged him 
to be a penurious person, growing poor for it was .ilmost 
unturnislicd. His sitting-room, .mo wl.icl. he wc t l.rst 
merely contained a desk and two chairs. On the walls were 
a number of photographs, rather faded, of the’ extcrin- and 
interior of a small laetory and the K.gent Street ellices. 
On the desk a number of corsets were strewn al>om H.s 
bedroom to winch lie next went, housed an non l..dsl.ad, 
and a cheap wardrobe and chest of drawers. In th. ward- 
robe were two well-worn suits and a pair of sho. s. Galhn 

not a ixTson who silent much on himself. 

Ar, ick«l IP a box of cigarettes from the manle piece 
and Went down'stairs again. He sat down a. h.s desk and 
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began to write, muttering to himself as he did so. A 
listener would have heard such scraps of monologue as : 

“ Sulphur, three per cent. Mix seventy-five degrees F. 
anode, accelerator, garter-reinforce.” At length he said, 
" Well, that's done ! " 

Rex, who was lying on the bare floor outside the room, 

stirred in his sleep and wagged his tail. 

Gallin read through what he had written, and suddenly 

his expression changed. A look, almost of anguish, came 

over his face, and he tore the sheets into small pieces. 

" It shall die with me ! ” he exclaimed. 

He lit a cigarette and leaned back in his cliair, gazing 

in upon himself. His mind went back througli the long, 

lonely years of toil. He picked up a corset from the pile 

on the desk and scrutinised it minutely for a time. He put 

it doNvn, and then with one swift, continuous movement, 

took something from a drawer, placed it to his head and 
pulled the trigger. 

I V? abruptly and cocked his cars. Then he 

aU^^door° whining and scratching 

% 


CHAPTER TWENTY 

for the glow of blast fumarps rh the darker 

of men, and he realised that all **1“®*^ maimers 

suffered for was to make the wnH 1 
sensitive people to live in place for 

of little village war memorial T® ‘^ousands 

catalogues of chiselled men AnH ^ cheaply chiselled 

and the brutal were flogging on their 

out the gas, the shells thf nhi^T serfs to pour 
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passionately, have repudiated that vileness, the one made 
possible, the other sanctified. 

Lucy and Bob were made one in a Registrar's office. 
The fact that the official was in*an advanced stage of 
adenoids in no way subtracted from the solemnity of the 
occasion. After which they set sail in the Empress oj 
Britain to tour the rounded globe. Lucy was as well as 
she had ever been before, and probably happier than she 
would ever be again ; while Bob had not only secured the 
lady of his heart, but had conceived and w'as about to give 
birth to tile finest plot for a novel which had ever been 
fertilised in the brain of man. His other one had gone to 
the printeis, but for the moment, at least, he referred to 
it as a jejune work which he’d probably suppress when 
he'd been awarded tlie Nobel Prize for Literature. 

Faraday saw them off at Southampton, and the two 
large tears which trickled down Lucy's clieeks w'hcn she 
said An rcvoir and a certain look on Bob's face at the 
same moment, were all the recompense Faraday needed 
for having been forced to undergo an extremely distasteful 

experience. , , , ,, 

Soon after he was back in his flat the telephone bell rang. 
It was .Mrs. Chalnevs asking if she could come round to sec 
him. He replied he'd be delighted, and he really meant it. 

Though to him she was merely a minor character in a 
fini-hed episode, lie genuinely liked the little lady he had so 

unjiisiiv su^ix'ctcd. , . ^ 

She was looking keyed-up and resolute, he thought, but 
wliat an exquisite miniature she was. possessing something 

that his dear Lucy would always lack. 

“ Well." ^lie said, " you’re wondering why 1 vc conK*, 

aren't you ? '' 

.“ In’a way— but Tm very glad to see \ou. 

She sat down, took off her hat and lit a cig.yette. 

" I've come to confess." she said. " First of ^ 
reallv ill but I couldn’t go to that W'cddmg. But ttiat 

isn'/what I want to confess— though you re the only 

person I’d do it to. because you’re proof against women. 
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" I iiave never considered that anything adnnirablcs 
Faraday replied with a smile. 

” All the same, there should always be people like you 
to comfort and be kind to people like me. I mean scientific 
people who can understand and talk to women without 
wanting to sleep with them, or even without bothering 
about their bodies at all. And I can tell you there arc very 
few such people. I’m saying all tliis badly, but I’m sure 
you understand.” 

Faraday was at once touched and amused. ‘'"It probably 
only means their secretions arc inadequate," he replied. 

" That may be, but it’s no use always bothering about 
the causes of things. If yours are inadequate, it’.s because 
you wish them to be. Don’t be facetious about your age — 
you look not a day over forty-five. Now you suspected me 
of poisoning Lucy, didn't you ? ” 

An awkward question. " Suspect,” he said, *' is far too 
strong a word. I was just " 

” And you were perfectly right, she interrupted." ■' At 
one time I very nearly did." 

Faraday said nothing. It was a moment for silence. 

Im going to tell you about myself.” she went on. 

my father to revenge herself on men. She actually hated 
him. I ve seen her flash her skirts away when he came 

Sbr„‘ “ 'S* ”■> f™*™"' .yVwT. 

with all her might As a Lirl i ^ 

other people's mothers and understand it- 

were S ? Ttrr neu™.T 'rnrhV;''." "'“y 

ra have 
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nuich of a getaway. My husband began by being a 
horrible, ancient amorist and ended up a cantankerous, 
utterly seltisli hypochrondriac. I had always to be at his 
beck and call. He was always Threatening me. ' No 
money for you. my girl, if you go gadding about when I 
want you ! ' One evening when he was in a vile temper 
I took up a bottle of his medicine, and poured out a dose. 
Just as I was putting the glass down by liis bedside I saw 
it was the wrong bottle. I had a moment’s agonising fight 
inside me. and then I put the glass down. It killed him, 
and I wa.s free. 

“ Then I met Bob, and felt I’d be happy at last. But 
Luc}’ came and took him from me. It was too much. For 
a time I loatlied her, and didn’t care what I did. I meant 
to kill her if I could. I used to lie awake planning the best 
way. Then, one day— I can’t explain it— I suddenly 
rea'iised I was fond of her, and that— loving Bob as I did 
— I had to sacrifice myself. Perhaps it was simply that I d 
realised Bob would never marry me and that I must make 
the best of it. Anyway, from that moment I felt almost 
liapjiv and almo.st at peace. So there you are ; that s how 
I murdered one person and almost murdered another. And 
though I've said I’m almost happy. I'm also a fcmbly 
lonelv person, with nothing to look forward to. What a 

muddle ! ” She burst into tears. 

Faraday got up, poured out a brandy and soda, and gave 

it her. Siie drank it eagerly and dried her eyes. ^ 

Mrs. Chalneys." said Faraday. ” for what my opinion s 
worth, I think you’re a Rood and brave woma.i Cons.dcr- 
inr you miglit liave been banged and Itad another murder 
inVoiir heart . tliat is, of course, a very scandalous state- 
ment, But if human beings arc tried too high Bicy must 
revolt— in a sense they have a right to. Injustice can he 
too great to be bnrno-His Majesty s l.udges nolw.tli- 


too ureal uc uwinv r y 

standin" Your upbringing was enough to have ruined ai y 
o u a d vou have conquered it. Look here, am leaving 
W'a iongi" tour in Russia on Thursday. w.ll_you come 


witli me ? 
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Mrs. Chalncys set down her glass with a bang and stared 
at iiim. 

“ Go to Russia with you ! " she exclaimed. 

“ It's just an idea. It might serve to divert and ease 
your mind. I should merely be your courier, as it were — 
I speak the language. We should be completely inde- 
pendent, but when you wanted my services they would be 
at your disposal.” 

" I don’t understand,” said Mrs. Chalncys. " You don't 
like vomen and you do like travelling alone. Surely I 
should be ihe perfect nuisance to you.” 

% sna led. I am rather a hermit,” he said, ” but 
I'm no misanthrope ; and I imagine I enjoy the company' 
of women far more than they enjoys mine. As for travelling 
alone — well, I shouldn’t lake a woman to very' unciv’ilised 
places, she wouldn’t enjoy it, and nor should I. But 
Russia — pace the Tory press — isn’t quite uncivilised. Wc 
should be — at least I hope so — just good companions.” 

Very charmingly’ put, but y’ou're only' suggesting this 
to help me.” 

Faraday knew this was partly' true, 
f Very well,” he replied. ” let us suppose I’m an ethical 
snob and hke helping people— a form of self-indulgence. 

you ? much like you to come. Will 

" Yes,” sl^.plied. " I know I’m being selfish, but I 
men ! ^ temptation. Oh. how 1 like kind, cold 

That’s settled then. It will be rather expensive ” 

^ 1 ve far more money than I can spend.” 

w.'ii three days’ time ? 

- " I to-morrow.” ' 

4".'Tr 
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panion. . . . Now then; hurry along and start your packing ; 
you will have a long day to-mprrow." 

When she had gone, Faradaiy. leaned back in his chafr/ 
Well, he thought, sometimes tfiing& done on impulse conv 
pletely justified themselves. Perhaps he'd let himself m 
for something. But what a family history ! What a strange 
and troubled life. Poor little creature ! 

He rang the bell and Bounscr entered. ^ 

“ Bounser, help me turn out -«:ome drawers.'' ^ . 

“ Very good, sir," replied tliat person gloomily'-hc hated ^ 

the thought of Thursday. 

In the top drawer of a wardipbe Faraday found I.ucy^ 

belt. Bounser looked discreetly astonished. 

Faraday held it to his face and then handed it t.9 
Bounser. 

•• Smell that," he said. 

Bounser did so and wrinkled his n^se. 

Ever smelt anjdhing like that be:bre:? 

" Yes, sir, that's garlic, that is, and I've no use for the 
muck. D'you know, sir, what they calls it where I 

from ? " 

" No. - What ? 

“ ‘ Poor Man's Treacle,’ sir. 
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